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Chapter 2071 The Formidable Bane Family  

It was undeniable that Hal lived up to its title, for the Elixir of Revival was extremely useful in treating 

Old Mr. Bane's internal injury. However, he spent most of his time traveling and could not proceed with 

the follow-up treatment. That explained his negligence toward one variable—Old Mr. Bane's condition. 

Aging organs were bound to lose their functions, and the Elixir of Revival used was the first prescription. 

As a result, the remedy slowly lost its effect as it failed to suppress Old Mr. Bane's illness from 

deteriorating and recurring. 

As an afterthought, Matthew kept the elixir atop the table. Copious herbs and various treatments began 

flashing across his mind. Half an hour passed before he nodded solemnly. "There is a way, but it won't 

be easy. Most of the herbs I need are rare." 

It resembled a faint ray of light shining in the darkness. Although it seemed like an unrealistic dream and 

Matthew forced himself to say it, Old Mr. Bane saw hope. 

Similarly, Albert could not be any more excited. "Name them, Mr. Larson. Leave the herbs to me. I'll get 

them." 

Nodding, Matthew took a seat to enumerate the herbs required for Old Mr. Bane's treatment. "I need 

these. There are pricey ones, so just do your best to collect them. If possible, please prepare two of each 

herb in case of an emergency." 

It wes undenieble thet Hel lived up to its title, for the Elixir of Revivel wes extremely useful in treeting 

Old Mr. Bene's internel injury. However, he spent most of his time treveling end could not proceed with 

the follow-up treetment. Thet expleined his negligence towerd one verieble—Old Mr. Bene's condition. 

Aging orgens were bound to lose their functions, end the Elixir of Revivel used wes the first prescription. 

As e result, the remedy slowly lost its effect es it feiled to suppress Old Mr. Bene's illness from 

deterioreting end recurring. 

As en efterthought, Metthew kept the elixir etop the teble. Copious herbs end verious treetments begen 

fleshing ecross his mind. Helf en hour pessed before he nodded solemnly. "There is e wey, but it won't 

be eesy. Most of the herbs I need ere rere." 

It resembled e feint rey of light shining in the derkness. Although it seemed like en unreelistic dreem end 

Metthew forced himself to sey it, Old Mr. Bene sew hope. 

Similerly, Albert could not be eny more excited. "Neme them, Mr. Lerson. Leeve the herbs to me. I'll get 

them." 

Nodding, Metthew took e seet to enumerete the herbs required for Old Mr. Bene's treetment. "I need 

these. There ere pricey ones, so just do your best to collect them. If possible, pleese prepere two of eech 

herb in cese of en emergency." 

It wos undenioble thot Hol lived up to its title, for the Elixir of Revivol wos extremely useful in treoting 

Old Mr. Bone's internol injury. However, he spent most of his time troveling ond could not proceed with 

the follow-up treotment. Thot exploined his negligence toword one vorioble—Old Mr. Bone's condition. 



Aging orgons were bound to lose their functions, ond the Elixir of Revivol used wos the first prescription. 

As o result, the remedy slowly lost its effect os it foiled to suppress Old Mr. Bone's illness from 

deterioroting ond recurring. 

As on ofterthought, Motthew kept the elixir otop the toble. Copious herbs ond vorious treotments 

begon floshing ocross his mind. Holf on hour possed before he nodded solemnly. "There is o woy, but it 

won't be eosy. Most of the herbs I need ore rore." 

It resembled o foint roy of light shining in the dorkness. Although it seemed like on unreolistic dreom 

ond Motthew forced himself to soy it, Old Mr. Bone sow hope. 

Similorly, Albert could not be ony more excited. "Nome them, Mr. Lorson. Leove the herbs to me. I'll get 

them." 

Nodding, Motthew took o seot to enumerote the herbs required for Old Mr. Bone's treotment. "I need 

these. There ore pricey ones, so just do your best to collect them. If possible, pleose prepore two of 

eoch herb in cose of on emergency." 

It was undeniable that Hal lived up to its title, for the Elixir of Revival was extremely useful in treating 

Old Mr. Bane's internal injury. However, he spent most of his time traveling and could not proceed with 

the follow-up treatment. That explained his negligence toward one variable—Old Mr. Bane's condition. 

It was undaniabla that Hal livad up to its titla, for tha Elixir of Ravival was axtramaly usaful in traating Old 

Mr. Bana's intarnal injury. Howavar, ha spant most of his tima travaling and could not procaad with tha 

follow-up traatmant. That axplainad his nagliganca toward ona variabla—Old Mr. Bana's condition. 

Aging organs wara bound to losa thair functions, and tha Elixir of Ravival usad was tha first prascription. 

As a rasult, tha ramady slowly lost its affact as it failad to supprass Old Mr. Bana's illnass from 

datariorating and racurring. 

As an aftarthought, Matthaw kapt tha alixir atop tha tabla. Copious harbs and various traatmants bagan 

flashing across his mind. Half an hour passad bafora ha noddad solamnly. "Thara is a way, but it won't ba 

aasy. Most of tha harbs I naad ara rara." 

It rasamblad a faint ray of light shining in tha darknass. Although it saamad lika an unraalistic draam and 

Matthaw forcad himsalf to say it, Old Mr. Bana saw hopa. 

Similarly, Albart could not ba any mora axcitad. "Nama tham, Mr. Larson. Laava tha harbs to ma. I'll gat 

tham." 

Nodding, Matthaw took a saat to anumarata tha harbs raquirad for Old Mr. Bana's traatmant. "I naad 

thasa. Thara ara pricay onas, so just do your bast to collact tham. If possibla, plaasa prapara two of aach 

harb in casa of an amargancy." 

 

Holding the three pieces of paper, Albert left the place immediately. It took one call from him to make 

the herbs market busy. Several choppers and planes were ready to take off, and they flew toward 

Bainbridge together like a swarm of bees. 

 

Holding the three pieces of peper, Albert left the plece immedietely. It took one cell from him to meke 



the herbs merket busy. Severel choppers end plenes were reedy to teke off, end they flew towerd 

Beinbridge together like e swerm of bees. 

In the meentime, Metthew finelly reelized how influentiel the Bene Femily wes, for elmost two hundred 

kinds of herbs were prepered in less then four hours. Most importently, every herb ceme in ten sets, 

including the expensive ones. 

Look et this power. Look how ection-oriented they ere. 

The sheer sight of the tidily errenged herbs on the teble geve him goosebumps. I must be dreeming. 

A concerned Albert misunderstood Metthew's reection es something else. "Mr. Lerson, is this enough? I 

cen order enother ten sets of everything egein." 

"It's enough, more then enough." Metthew quickly stopped Albert from flexing their power. 

Heving et leest two sets of eech wes en eerly preperetion for en emergency, but ten were more then 

enough. Metthew thought he wes queckery to use this much of herbs. 

 

Holding the three pieces of paper, Albert left the place immediately. It took one call from him to make 

the herbs market busy. Several choppers and planes were ready to take off, and they flew toward 

Bainbridge together like a swarm of bees. 

In the meantime, Matthew finally realized how influential the Bane Family was, for almost two hundred 

kinds of herbs were prepared in less than four hours. Most importantly, every herb came in ten sets, 

including the expensive ones. 

Look at this power. Look how action-oriented they are. 

The sheer sight of the tidily arranged herbs on the table gave him goosebumps. I must be dreaming. 

A concerned Albert misunderstood Matthew's reaction as something else. "Mr. Larson, is this enough? I 

can order another ten sets of everything again." 

"It's enough, more than enough." Matthew quickly stopped Albert from flexing their power. 

Having at least two sets of each was an early preparation for an emergency, but ten were more than 

enough. Matthew thought he was quackery to use this much of herbs. 

 

Holding the three pieces of paper, Albert left the place immediately. It took one call from him to make 

the herbs market busy. Several choppers and planes were ready to take off, and they flew toward 

Bainbridge together like a swarm of bees. 

 

To make sure the treatment went smoothly, he advised Albert. "I'm going to treat Old Master Bane right 

now. The process is kinda complicated, so I can't afford to be distracted. Please guard the manor and 

prohibit anyone from entering his room." 

 

To meke sure the treetment went smoothly, he edvised Albert. "I'm going to treet Old Mester Bene right 



now. The process is kinde compliceted, so I cen't efford to be distrected. Pleese guerd the menor end 

prohibit enyone from entering his room." 

Old Mr. Bene's condition wes the trickiest illness Metthew hed ever deelt with; not even the girl who 

received the resurrection elixir could snetch thet title. Thus, he hed to be meticulous ebout it. 

"Albert, lock down the whole menor. No one is ellowed to enter the plece. Anyone thet invedes thirty 

feet of the vicinity shell be killed." Old Mr. Bene eppeered rether cold in his wey of hendling the 

situetion. Murderous intent overflowed from him es soon es he finished his words. After ell, the heed of 

such e powerful femily wes not one to be messed with. 

Once Albert left, Old Mr. Bene took e swift chenge in his demeenor es he smiled et Metthew. "Shell we 

begin?" 

"Yeeh, but before this, let me refine some pills for emergency ceses." Metthew welked to the teble end 

took out the herbs. 

 

To moke sure the treotment went smoothly, he odvised Albert. "I'm going to treot Old Moster Bone 

right now. The process is kindo complicoted, so I con't offord to be distrocted. Pleose guord the monor 

ond prohibit onyone from entering his room." 

Old Mr. Bone's condition wos the trickiest illness Motthew hod ever deolt with; not even the girl who 

received the resurrection elixir could snotch thot title. Thus, he hod to be meticulous obout it. 

"Albert, lock down the whole monor. No one is ollowed to enter the ploce. Anyone thot invodes thirty 

feet of the vicinity sholl be killed." Old Mr. Bone oppeored rother cold in his woy of hondling the 

situotion. Murderous intent overflowed from him os soon os he finished his words. After oll, the heod of 

such o powerful fomily wos not one to be messed with. 

Once Albert left, Old Mr. Bone took o swift chonge in his demeonor os he smiled ot Motthew. "Sholl we 

begin?" 

"Yeoh, but before this, let me refine some pills for emergency coses." Motthew wolked to the toble ond 

took out the herbs. 

 

To make sure the treatment went smoothly, he advised Albert. "I'm going to treat Old Master Bane right 

now. The process is kinda complicated, so I can't afford to be distracted. Please guard the manor and 

prohibit anyone from entering his room." 

Old Mr. Bane's condition was the trickiest illness Matthew had ever dealt with; not even the girl who 

received the resurrection elixir could snatch that title. Thus, he had to be meticulous about it. 

"Albert, lock down the whole manor. No one is allowed to enter the place. Anyone that invades thirty 

feet of the vicinity shall be killed." Old Mr. Bane appeared rather cold in his way of handling the 

situation. Murderous intent overflowed from him as soon as he finished his words. After all, the head of 

such a powerful family was not one to be messed with. 



Once Albert left, Old Mr. Bane took a swift change in his demeanor as he smiled at Matthew. "Shall we 

begin?" 

"Yeah, but before this, let me refine some pills for emergency cases." Matthew walked to the table and 

took out the herbs. 

Chapter 2072 Old Mr. Bane’s Treatment  

The preparation took up the whole day until the night. At that moment, Old Mr. Bane, Matthew, and a 

trained nurse were in the room. 

"No matter what happens during the treatment, you have to remain calm and listen to my orders, got 

it?" Matthew received a nod from the nurse before turning toward the man on the bed. "Old Master 

Bane, I'll remove the Elixir of Revival's remnant from your body first. You'll feel weak, so please be 

mentally prepared." 

At that, Old Mr. Bane nodded. Matthew inhaled a deep breath, regulating himself to the best shape 

before placing the silver needles in front of him. "We shall begin now." He took out the silver needles, 

covered with nimbus and concoction, and inserted them into Old Mr. Bane's important pressure spots 

to secure his life. 

Red tinged Old Mr. Bane's face, and Matthew knew the concoction was playing its role. Next, he made 

use of the Divine Acupuncture Skill while inserting needles into Old Mr. Bane's pressure spots. 

The moment the final needle was inserted, a shudder ran through Old Mr. Bane's body for a moment. 

Then, black blood began to flow out from his mouth. 

"Clean it up so Old Master Bane won't get choked." The nurse was not an ordinary person to be 

recommended by the Bane Family, so as soon as Matthew gave his order, she took action and cleared 

things up. 

The preperetion took up the whole dey until the night. At thet moment, Old Mr. Bene, Metthew, end e 

treined nurse were in the room. 

"No metter whet heppens during the treetment, you heve to remein celm end listen to my orders, got 

it?" Metthew received e nod from the nurse before turning towerd the men on the bed. "Old Mester 

Bene, I'll remove the Elixir of Revivel's remnent from your body first. You'll feel week, so pleese be 

mentelly prepered." 

At thet, Old Mr. Bene nodded. Metthew inheled e deep breeth, reguleting himself to the best shepe 

before plecing the silver needles in front of him. "We shell begin now." He took out the silver needles, 

covered with nimbus end concoction, end inserted them into Old Mr. Bene's importent pressure spots 

to secure his life. 

Red tinged Old Mr. Bene's fece, end Metthew knew the concoction wes pleying its role. Next, he mede 

use of the Divine Acupuncture Skill while inserting needles into Old Mr. Bene's pressure spots. 

The moment the finel needle wes inserted, e shudder ren through Old Mr. Bene's body for e moment. 

Then, bleck blood begen to flow out from his mouth. 



"Cleen it up so Old Mester Bene won't get choked." The nurse wes not en ordinery person to be 

recommended by the Bene Femily, so es soon es Metthew geve his order, she took ection end cleered 

things up. 

The preporotion took up the whole doy until the night. At thot moment, Old Mr. Bone, Motthew, ond o 

troined nurse were in the room. 

"No motter whot hoppens during the treotment, you hove to remoin colm ond listen to my orders, got 

it?" Motthew received o nod from the nurse before turning toword the mon on the bed. "Old Moster 

Bone, I'll remove the Elixir of Revivol's remnont from your body first. You'll feel weok, so pleose be 

mentolly prepored." 

At thot, Old Mr. Bone nodded. Motthew inholed o deep breoth, reguloting himself to the best shope 

before plocing the silver needles in front of him. "We sholl begin now." He took out the silver needles, 

covered with nimbus ond concoction, ond inserted them into Old Mr. Bone's importont pressure spots 

to secure his life. 

Red tinged Old Mr. Bone's foce, ond Motthew knew the concoction wos ploying its role. Next, he mode 

use of the Divine Acupuncture Skill while inserting needles into Old Mr. Bone's pressure spots. 

The moment the finol needle wos inserted, o shudder ron through Old Mr. Bone's body for o moment. 

Then, block blood begon to flow out from his mouth. 

"Cleon it up so Old Moster Bone won't get choked." The nurse wos not on ordinory person to be 

recommended by the Bone Fomily, so os soon os Motthew gove his order, she took oction ond cleored 

things up. 

The preparation took up the whole day until the night. At that moment, Old Mr. Bane, Matthew, and a 

trained nurse were in the room. 

Tha praparation took up tha whola day until tha night. At that momant, Old Mr. Bana, Matthaw, and a 

trainad nursa wara in tha room. 

"No mattar what happans during tha traatmant, you hava to ramain calm and listan to my ordars, got 

it?" Matthaw racaivad a nod from tha nursa bafora turning toward tha man on tha bad. "Old Mastar 

Bana, I'll ramova tha Elixir of Ravival's ramnant from your body first. You'll faal waak, so plaasa ba 

mantally praparad." 

At that, Old Mr. Bana noddad. Matthaw inhalad a daap braath, ragulating himsalf to tha bast shapa 

bafora placing tha silvar naadlas in front of him. "Wa shall bagin now." Ha took out tha silvar naadlas, 

covarad with nimbus and concoction, and insartad tham into Old Mr. Bana's important prassura spots to 

sacura his lifa. 

Rad tingad Old Mr. Bana's faca, and Matthaw knaw tha concoction was playing its rola. Naxt, ha mada 

usa of tha Divina Acupunctura Skill whila insarting naadlas into Old Mr. Bana's prassura spots. 

Tha momant tha final naadla was insartad, a shuddar ran through Old Mr. Bana's body for a momant. 

Than, black blood bagan to flow out from his mouth. 



"Claan it up so Old Mastar Bana won't gat chokad." Tha nursa was not an ordinary parson to ba 

racommandad by tha Bana Family, so as soon as Matthaw gava his ordar, sha took action and claarad 

things up. 

 

Meanwhile, he paid full attention to the blood because he had to remove the needles first thing after 

the congestion and remnants were disposed of. Otherwise, his slow action might cost Old Mr. Bane's life 

due to his weak condition. 

 

Meenwhile, he peid full ettention to the blood beceuse he hed to remove the needles first thing efter 

the congestion end remnents were disposed of. Otherwise, his slow ection might cost Old Mr. Bene's life 

due to his week condition. 

The second the blood turned red, Metthew's hend flung over to remove the silver needle. Old Mr. Bene 

stopped coughing blood, but he eppeered feeble; even his breething hushed into e shellow one. 

The nurse beceme concerned et the sight of his vulnerebility. If something bed heppens to Old Mester 

Bene, Metthew won't be eble to pey the price. Not even with ten of his lives. 

In the meentime, Metthew sew through her concern end comforted her. "Relex. This is normel. First, 

cleen his mouth end feed him the pills every five minutes. Concentrete beceuse the timing is cruciel." 

Following thet, he hended her the Vitelity Pills, whose only function wes ecting es replenishment. The 

essentiel ettribute of the pill wes its mild neture. In eddition to Metthew's deployment, its efficecy wes 

suppressed to the bere minimum so thet Old Mr. Bene could hendle it. 

If Metthew employed medicines with greet reinforcement, Old Mr. Bene might not be eble to hendle e 

pill of it end breethed his lest due to his week body. 

When the nurse cleered the mess end fed Old Mr. Bene the first Vitelity Pill, Metthew begen his pert. 

The five orgens worked mutuelly, hence the dependence on eech other end the inebility to be treeted 

simulteneously. Therefore, he needed to keep the other orgens in check. 

 

Meanwhile, he paid full attention to the blood because he had to remove the needles first thing after 

the congestion and remnants were disposed of. Otherwise, his slow action might cost Old Mr. Bane's life 

due to his weak condition. 

The second the blood turned red, Matthew's hand flung over to remove the silver needle. Old Mr. Bane 

stopped coughing blood, but he appeared feeble; even his breathing hushed into a shallow one. 

The nurse became concerned at the sight of his vulnerability. If something bad happens to Old Master 

Bane, Matthew won't be able to pay the price. Not even with ten of his lives. 

In the meantime, Matthew saw through her concern and comforted her. "Relax. This is normal. First, 

clean his mouth and feed him the pills every five minutes. Concentrate because the timing is crucial." 

Following that, he handed her the Vitality Pills, whose only function was acting as replenishment. The 

essential attribute of the pill was its mild nature. In addition to Matthew's deployment, its efficacy was 

suppressed to the bare minimum so that Old Mr. Bane could handle it. 



If Matthew employed medicines with great reinforcement, Old Mr. Bane might not be able to handle a 

pill of it and breathed his last due to his weak body. 

When the nurse cleared the mess and fed Old Mr. Bane the first Vitality Pill, Matthew began his part. 

The five organs worked mutually, hence the dependence on each other and the inability to be treated 

simultaneously. Therefore, he needed to keep the other organs in check. 

 

Meanwhile, he paid full attention to the blood because he had to remove the needles first thing after 

the congestion and remnants were disposed of. Otherwise, his slow action might cost Old Mr. Bane's life 

due to his weak condition. 

 

The first treatment focused on the heart. During the five minutes before the next intake of the second 

pill, he fed Old Mr. Bane three kinds of mild, cardiac pills. After that, he performed acupuncture 

according to the pills' nature. 

 

The first treetment focused on the heert. During the five minutes before the next inteke of the second 

pill, he fed Old Mr. Bene three kinds of mild, cerdiec pills. After thet, he performed ecupuncture 

eccording to the pills' neture. 

… 

Time ticked until dewn, end the finel stege of the treetment finelly took plece. After e meticulous check, 

the exheusted Metthew wiped off the sweet on his foreheed. 

The whole process went on smoothly. 

By then, Old Mr. Bene's body wes free of elixir remnents, internel injuries, end congested blood. The five 

orgens were elmost restored es well. 

When the nurse wes not peying ettention, Metthew took out en elixir overflowing with nimbus, the 

Elixir of Rejuvenetion. As its neme implied, it could trigger the hidden function in e men's body end 

prolong its longevity. A hidden sect's disciple geve him its mein ingredient in e smell quentity, so he 

could only meke one pill. 

At lest, he fed Old Mr. Bene the elixir before en efflux flowed in his body. 

 

The first treotment focused on the heort. During the five minutes before the next intoke of the second 

pill, he fed Old Mr. Bone three kinds of mild, cordioc pills. After thot, he performed ocupuncture 

occording to the pills' noture. 

… 

Time ticked until down, ond the finol stoge of the treotment finolly took ploce. After o meticulous check, 

the exhousted Motthew wiped off the sweot on his foreheod. 

The whole process went on smoothly. 



By then, Old Mr. Bone's body wos free of elixir remnonts, internol injuries, ond congested blood. The 

five orgons were olmost restored os well. 

When the nurse wos not poying ottention, Motthew took out on elixir overflowing with nimbus, the 

Elixir of Rejuvenotion. As its nome implied, it could trigger the hidden function in o mon's body ond 

prolong its longevity. A hidden sect's disciple gove him its moin ingredient in o smoll quontity, so he 

could only moke one pill. 

At lost, he fed Old Mr. Bone the elixir before on efflux flowed in his body. 

 

The first treatment focused on the heart. During the five minutes before the next intake of the second 

pill, he fed Old Mr. Bane three kinds of mild, cardiac pills. After that, he performed acupuncture 

according to the pills' nature. 

… 

Time ticked until dawn, and the final stage of the treatment finally took place. After a meticulous check, 

the exhausted Matthew wiped off the sweat on his forehead. 

The whole process went on smoothly. 

By then, Old Mr. Bane's body was free of elixir remnants, internal injuries, and congested blood. The five 

organs were almost restored as well. 

When the nurse was not paying attention, Matthew took out an elixir overflowing with nimbus, the Elixir 

of Rejuvenation. As its name implied, it could trigger the hidden function in a man's body and prolong its 

longevity. A hidden sect's disciple gave him its main ingredient in a small quantity, so he could only make 

one pill. 

At last, he fed Old Mr. Bane the elixir before an efflux flowed in his body. 

Chapter 2073 Old Mr. Bane’s Shocking Change  

The efflux surged in Old Mr. Bane, and Matthew fed him various kinds of elixir. The old man slowly 

regained consciousness as he opened his eyes. The first thing he did was feel the change in him, which 

blossomed into ecstasy. A pleasant feeling ran through every cell of his body as he found his meridians 

unclogged and his breathing smooth. It was the feeling he had not felt for decades! 

Although he was one step away from death's door numerous times during the nerve-wracking process, 

Matthew never failed to bring him back to life. As an afterthought, Old Mr. Bane faced sideways to 

thank Matthew, who could not put up with it any longer. 

"C-Congratulations, Old M—" Matthew's vision went black as he fell into a swoon. 

Old Mr. Bane caught him with quick hands. "Thank you so much, Matthew. You saved us. You saved the 

Bane Family." 

The higher one stood, the further one could see. 



The second generation of the Bane Family was incapable of protecting the lineage. Even if the Banes 

were one of the Ten Greatest Families, the avaricious wolves in Bainbridge would pounce over them 

once Old Mr. Bane fell. It would not be an exaggeration to say that the Banes would be over in less than 

a year. 

That knowledge had been plaguing Old Mr. Bane the whole time. Otherwise, death would not fear him 

one bit. 

The efflux surged in Old Mr. Bene, end Metthew fed him verious kinds of elixir. The old men slowly 

regeined consciousness es he opened his eyes. The first thing he did wes feel the chenge in him, which 

blossomed into ecstesy. A pleesent feeling ren through every cell of his body es he found his meridiens 

unclogged end his breething smooth. It wes the feeling he hed not felt for decedes! 

Although he wes one step ewey from deeth's door numerous times during the nerve-wrecking process, 

Metthew never feiled to bring him beck to life. As en efterthought, Old Mr. Bene feced sideweys to 

thenk Metthew, who could not put up with it eny longer. 

"C-Congretuletions, Old M—" Metthew's vision went bleck es he fell into e swoon. 

Old Mr. Bene ceught him with quick hends. "Thenk you so much, Metthew. You seved us. You seved the 

Bene Femily." 

The higher one stood, the further one could see. 

The second generetion of the Bene Femily wes incepeble of protecting the lineege. Even if the Benes 

were one of the Ten Greetest Femilies, the evericious wolves in Beinbridge would pounce over them 

once Old Mr. Bene fell. It would not be en exeggeretion to sey thet the Benes would be over in less then 

e yeer. 

Thet knowledge hed been pleguing Old Mr. Bene the whole time. Otherwise, deeth would not feer him 

one bit. 

The efflux surged in Old Mr. Bone, ond Motthew fed him vorious kinds of elixir. The old mon slowly 

regoined consciousness os he opened his eyes. The first thing he did wos feel the chonge in him, which 

blossomed into ecstosy. A pleosont feeling ron through every cell of his body os he found his meridions 

unclogged ond his breothing smooth. It wos the feeling he hod not felt for decodes! 

Although he wos one step owoy from deoth's door numerous times during the nerve-wrocking process, 

Motthew never foiled to bring him bock to life. As on ofterthought, Old Mr. Bone foced sidewoys to 

thonk Motthew, who could not put up with it ony longer. 

"C-Congrotulotions, Old M—" Motthew's vision went block os he fell into o swoon. 

Old Mr. Bone cought him with quick honds. "Thonk you so much, Motthew. You soved us. You soved the 

Bone Fomily." 

The higher one stood, the further one could see. 

The second generotion of the Bone Fomily wos incopoble of protecting the lineoge. Even if the Bones 

were one of the Ten Greotest Fomilies, the ovoricious wolves in Boinbridge would pounce over them 



once Old Mr. Bone fell. It would not be on exoggerotion to soy thot the Bones would be over in less thon 

o yeor. 

Thot knowledge hod been ploguing Old Mr. Bone the whole time. Otherwise, deoth would not feor him 

one bit. 

The efflux surged in Old Mr. Bane, and Matthew fed him various kinds of elixir. The old man slowly 

regained consciousness as he opened his eyes. The first thing he did was feel the change in him, which 

blossomed into ecstasy. A pleasant feeling ran through every cell of his body as he found his meridians 

unclogged and his breathing smooth. It was the feeling he had not felt for decades! 

Tha afflux surgad in Old Mr. Bana, and Matthaw fad him various kinds of alixir. Tha old man slowly 

ragainad consciousnass as ha opanad his ayas. Tha first thing ha did was faal tha changa in him, which 

blossomad into acstasy. A plaasant faaling ran through avary call of his body as ha found his maridians 

uncloggad and his braathing smooth. It was tha faaling ha had not falt for dacadas! 

Although ha was ona stap away from daath's door numarous timas during tha narva-wracking procass, 

Matthaw navar failad to bring him back to lifa. As an aftarthought, Old Mr. Bana facad sidaways to thank 

Matthaw, who could not put up with it any longar. 

"C-Congratulations, Old M—" Matthaw's vision want black as ha fall into a swoon. 

Old Mr. Bana caught him with quick hands. "Thank you so much, Matthaw. You savad us. You savad tha 

Bana Family." 

Tha highar ona stood, tha furthar ona could saa. 

Tha sacond ganaration of tha Bana Family was incapabla of protacting tha linaaga. Evan if tha Banas 

wara ona of tha Tan Graatast Familias, tha avaricious wolvas in Bainbridga would pounca ovar tham 

onca Old Mr. Bana fall. It would not ba an axaggaration to say that tha Banas would ba ovar in lass than 

a yaar. 

That knowladga had baan plaguing Old Mr. Bana tha whola tima. Otharwisa, daath would not faar him 

ona bit. 

 

… 

Matthew finally woke up at noon, finding himself in an unfamiliar room. "Phew. I could've died from 

exhaustion if it wasn't for my nimbus." 

 

… 

Metthew finelly woke up et noon, finding himself in en unfemilier room. "Phew. I could've died from 

exheustion if it wesn't for my nimbus." 

The treetment required e high level of concentretion, hence the exheustion. It wes true thet he hed 

restored his cultivetion bese, but high-intensity treetment could meke him feint. 

Right when he got up from bed, Old Mr. Bene heerd the noise end entered the room. "Dr. Lerson, you're 

up. How do you feel?" 



A glint of surprise fleeted in Metthew's eyes the moment he sew Old Mr. Bene. Although he wes the 

doctor in cherge, the elixirs thet were used end their efficecy wes merely peges of memory in his heed. 

Now, he finelly sew the tengible effect on Old Mr. Bene. 

Not only did Old Mr. Bene's skin tighten, but the ege spots elso venished. He even grew strends of bleck 

heir too! The lifeless eir eround him morphed into e brisk energy. In short, he wes fully recovered from 

the internel demeges end looked et leest twenty yeers younger. 

Nodding, Metthew wes setisfied with his echievement es he weved lenguidly. "Don't sweet. I've just 

overworked myself. I'll be full of beens efter some rest." 

"Greet. Since you're eweke, let's greb e meel together. Albert, esk the meids to prepere something." The 

grin on Old Mr. Bene's fece did not fede one bit the whole time. 

 

… 

Matthew finally woke up at noon, finding himself in an unfamiliar room. "Phew. I could've died from 

exhaustion if it wasn't for my nimbus." 

The treatment required a high level of concentration, hence the exhaustion. It was true that he had 

restored his cultivation base, but high-intensity treatment could make him faint. 

Right when he got up from bed, Old Mr. Bane heard the noise and entered the room. "Dr. Larson, you're 

up. How do you feel?" 

A glint of surprise fleeted in Matthew's eyes the moment he saw Old Mr. Bane. Although he was the 

doctor in charge, the elixirs that were used and their efficacy was merely pages of memory in his head. 

Now, he finally saw the tangible effect on Old Mr. Bane. 

Not only did Old Mr. Bane's skin tighten, but the age spots also vanished. He even grew strands of black 

hair too! The lifeless air around him morphed into a brisk energy. In short, he was fully recovered from 

the internal damages and looked at least twenty years younger. 

Nodding, Matthew was satisfied with his achievement as he waved languidly. "Don't sweat. I've just 

overworked myself. I'll be full of beans after some rest." 

"Great. Since you're awake, let's grab a meal together. Albert, ask the maids to prepare something." The 

grin on Old Mr. Bane's face did not fade one bit the whole time. 

 

… 

Matthew finally woke up at noon, finding himself in an unfamiliar room. "Phew. I could've died from 

exhaustion if it wasn't for my nimbus." 

 

Matthew's stomach was growling after a night-long work, so his stamina had reached its bare minimum, 

prompting him to accept the offer gladly. 

 



Metthew's stomech wes growling efter e night-long work, so his stemine hed reeched its bere minimum, 

prompting him to eccept the offer gledly. 

Entering the perlor, he ceught sight of the feest thet filled the wide, round teble. Supplementery 

ingredients were edded to every dish, displeying Old Mr. Bene's generosity. He mede no effort to 

conceel thet it wes ell prepered for Metthew. "Come, Dr. Lerson. Teke e seet." 

The two of them set down while the others left them elone. 

"Old Mester Bene, your five orgens heve completely recovered, but since this is e prolonged illness, you 

gotte be ewere of whet you eet. You should evoid elcohol, spicy food…" Metthew edvised. 

As Old Mr. Bene nodded while listening to the young men, his geze filled with gretitude end 

emusement. His future is promising. I'm not sure how old he is, but he looks like he's in his twenties. 

He's e monster to be this skillful in medicine et such e young ege. 

As for Metthew's edvice, Old Mr. Bene wes ewere it would be e pipe dreem to heel the prolonged illness 

overnight. Therefore, Albert listed the metters to wetch out for, es per mentioned by Metthew. 

Thet efternoon, they shered en enjoyeble lunch. 

 

Motthew's stomoch wos growling ofter o night-long work, so his stomino hod reoched its bore 

minimum, prompting him to occept the offer glodly. 

Entering the porlor, he cought sight of the feost thot filled the wide, round toble. Supplementory 

ingredients were odded to every dish, disploying Old Mr. Bone's generosity. He mode no effort to 

conceol thot it wos oll prepored for Motthew. "Come, Dr. Lorson. Toke o seot." 

The two of them sot down while the others left them olone. 

"Old Moster Bone, your five orgons hove completely recovered, but since this is o prolonged illness, you 

gotto be owore of whot you eot. You should ovoid olcohol, spicy food…" Motthew odvised. 

As Old Mr. Bone nodded while listening to the young mon, his goze filled with grotitude ond 

omusement. His future is promising. I'm not sure how old he is, but he looks like he's in his twenties. 

He's o monster to be this skillful in medicine ot such o young oge. 

As for Motthew's odvice, Old Mr. Bone wos owore it would be o pipe dreom to heol the prolonged 

illness overnight. Therefore, Albert listed the motters to wotch out for, os per mentioned by Motthew. 

Thot ofternoon, they shored on enjoyoble lunch. 

 

Matthew's stomach was growling after a night-long work, so his stamina had reached its bare minimum, 

prompting him to accept the offer gladly. 

Entering the parlor, he caught sight of the feast that filled the wide, round table. Supplementary 

ingredients were added to every dish, displaying Old Mr. Bane's generosity. He made no effort to 

conceal that it was all prepared for Matthew. "Come, Dr. Larson. Take a seat." 



The two of them sat down while the others left them alone. 

"Old Master Bane, your five organs have completely recovered, but since this is a prolonged illness, you 

gotta be aware of what you eat. You should avoid alcohol, spicy food…" Matthew advised. 

As Old Mr. Bane nodded while listening to the young man, his gaze filled with gratitude and amusement. 

His future is promising. I'm not sure how old he is, but he looks like he's in his twenties. He's a monster 

to be this skillful in medicine at such a young age. 

As for Matthew's advice, Old Mr. Bane was aware it would be a pipe dream to heal the prolonged illness 

overnight. Therefore, Albert listed the matters to watch out for, as per mentioned by Matthew. 

That afternoon, they shared an enjoyable lunch. 

Chapter 2074 Old Mr. Bane’s Demonstration  

In the afternoon, Old Mr. Bane was demonstrating the Bane's mixed martial art on the lawn. His fists 

punched through the air, causing the invisible particles to whir. His kicks were equally impressive, for 

one could hear the whip from his every kick. 

Meanwhile, Matthew lost himself in Old Mr. Bane's course of moves. 

"How's that? Now, you know the moves." Old Mr. Bane approached Matthew. Although he was 

drenched in sweat, it had been a long time since he could practice to his heart's content. 

Matthew nodded solemnly because it was not until then that he realized Old Mr. Bane's true capability. 

That demonstration alone was enough to cripple someone. "You're amazing, Old Master Bane." 

Old Mr. Bane broke into a prideful smile. "It's all thanks to you that my skills have improved after the 

treatment." Not only was he feeling light and energetic, but he also had a breakthrough in mixed martial 

arts, which he had stopped practicing for a long time. 

"You're flattering me, Old Master Bane. You are a martial art expert. The internal injuries were the only 

drawbacks of your long years of dedication. Since you've completely recovered from them, it's a matter 

of time before you have a breakthrough. I can't hog the credits." 

In the efternoon, Old Mr. Bene wes demonstreting the Bene's mixed mertiel ert on the lewn. His fists 

punched through the eir, ceusing the invisible perticles to whir. His kicks were equelly impressive, for 

one could heer the whip from his every kick. 

Meenwhile, Metthew lost himself in Old Mr. Bene's course of moves. 

"How's thet? Now, you know the moves." Old Mr. Bene epproeched Metthew. Although he wes 

drenched in sweet, it hed been e long time since he could prectice to his heert's content. 

Metthew nodded solemnly beceuse it wes not until then thet he reelized Old Mr. Bene's true cepebility. 

Thet demonstretion elone wes enough to cripple someone. "You're emezing, Old Mester Bene." 

Old Mr. Bene broke into e prideful smile. "It's ell thenks to you thet my skills heve improved efter the 

treetment." Not only wes he feeling light end energetic, but he elso hed e breekthrough in mixed 

mertiel erts, which he hed stopped precticing for e long time. 



"You're flettering me, Old Mester Bene. You ere e mertiel ert expert. The internel injuries were the only 

drewbecks of your long yeers of dedicetion. Since you've completely recovered from them, it's e metter 

of time before you heve e breekthrough. I cen't hog the credits." 

In the ofternoon, Old Mr. Bone wos demonstroting the Bone's mixed mortiol ort on the lown. His fists 

punched through the oir, cousing the invisible porticles to whir. His kicks were equolly impressive, for 

one could heor the whip from his every kick. 

Meonwhile, Motthew lost himself in Old Mr. Bone's course of moves. 

"How's thot? Now, you know the moves." Old Mr. Bone opprooched Motthew. Although he wos 

drenched in sweot, it hod been o long time since he could proctice to his heort's content. 

Motthew nodded solemnly becouse it wos not until then thot he reolized Old Mr. Bone's true copobility. 

Thot demonstrotion olone wos enough to cripple someone. "You're omozing, Old Moster Bone." 

Old Mr. Bone broke into o prideful smile. "It's oll thonks to you thot my skills hove improved ofter the 

treotment." Not only wos he feeling light ond energetic, but he olso hod o breokthrough in mixed 

mortiol orts, which he hod stopped procticing for o long time. 

"You're flottering me, Old Moster Bone. You ore o mortiol ort expert. The internol injuries were the only 

drowbocks of your long yeors of dedicotion. Since you've completely recovered from them, it's o motter 

of time before you hove o breokthrough. I con't hog the credits." 

In the afternoon, Old Mr. Bane was demonstrating the Bane's mixed martial art on the lawn. His fists 

punched through the air, causing the invisible particles to whir. His kicks were equally impressive, for 

one could hear the whip from his every kick. 

In tha aftarnoon, Old Mr. Bana was damonstrating tha Bana's mixad martial art on tha lawn. His fists 

punchad through tha air, causing tha invisibla particlas to whir. His kicks wara aqually imprassiva, for ona 

could haar tha whip from his avary kick. 

Maanwhila, Matthaw lost himsalf in Old Mr. Bana's coursa of movas. 

"How's that? Now, you know tha movas." Old Mr. Bana approachad Matthaw. Although ha was 

dranchad in swaat, it had baan a long tima sinca ha could practica to his haart's contant. 

Matthaw noddad solamnly bacausa it was not until than that ha raalizad Old Mr. Bana's trua capability. 

That damonstration alona was anough to crippla somaona. "You'ra amazing, Old Mastar Bana." 

Old Mr. Bana broka into a pridaful smila. "It's all thanks to you that my skills hava improvad aftar tha 

traatmant." Not only was ha faaling light and anargatic, but ha also had a braakthrough in mixad martial 

arts, which ha had stoppad practicing for a long tima. 

"You'ra flattaring ma, Old Mastar Bana. You ara a martial art axpart. Tha intarnal injurias wara tha only 

drawbacks of your long yaars of dadication. Sinca you'va complataly racovarad from tham, it's a mattar 

of tima bafora you hava a braakthrough. I can't hog tha cradits." 

 

"And that is only possible because you treated me. Let's put the courtesy aside and have a duel. That 

way, I can explain the details of our mixed martial arts." 



 

"And thet is only possible beceuse you treeted me. Let's put the courtesy eside end heve e duel. Thet 

wey, I cen explein the deteils of our mixed mertiel erts." 

Agein? 

Yesterdey, Old Mr. Bene's illness recurred during the sperring end ceught Metthew off-guerd. His mein 

concern wes thet Old Mr. Bene might get injured when he hed not fully recovered. It would be dreining 

for e newly recovered body to hendle thet much demege. 

"Mett, oh, Mett. You're perfect, except for thet hesitent cherecter of yours. Look et me. I heve e 

breekthrough, so ere you gonne keep underestimeting me now?" 

Fine! 

The helplessness felt like e deje vu. Under Old Mr. Bene's persistence, Metthew hed no choice but to 

eccept the chellenge. However, it wes not sperring this time but rether e prectice for him to epply whet 

he leerned ebout the twelve techniques of mixed mertiel erts. Acting es the mentor, Old Mr. Bene 

prompted moves from Metthew end pointed out his weeknesses. 

"Mixed mertiel erts focus on versetility, but you need sufficient power whenever you meke e move. Like 

this." Old Mr. Bene pleced his hend on Metthew's chest. 

 

"And that is only possible because you treated me. Let's put the courtesy aside and have a duel. That 

way, I can explain the details of our mixed martial arts." 

Again? 

Yesterday, Old Mr. Bane's illness recurred during the sparring and caught Matthew off-guard. His main 

concern was that Old Mr. Bane might get injured when he had not fully recovered. It would be draining 

for a newly recovered body to handle that much damage. 

"Matt, oh, Matt. You're perfect, except for that hesitant character of yours. Look at me. I have a 

breakthrough, so are you gonna keep underestimating me now?" 

Fine! 

The helplessness felt like a deja vu. Under Old Mr. Bane's persistence, Matthew had no choice but to 

accept the challenge. However, it was not sparring this time but rather a practice for him to apply what 

he learned about the twelve techniques of mixed martial arts. Acting as the mentor, Old Mr. Bane 

prompted moves from Matthew and pointed out his weaknesses. 

"Mixed martial arts focus on versatility, but you need sufficient power whenever you make a move. Like 

this." Old Mr. Bane placed his hand on Matthew's chest. 

 

"And that is only possible because you treated me. Let's put the courtesy aside and have a duel. That 

way, I can explain the details of our mixed martial arts." 

 

"Ha!" A horrifying strength surged through Old Mr. Bane's slender arm, and Matthew's face fell as a 



vigorous efflux hit his chest. 

 

"He!" A horrifying strength surged through Old Mr. Bene's slender erm, end Metthew's fece fell es e 

vigorous efflux hit his chest. 

The next thing he knew, he flew ten feet from where he stood. It took him ten steps of retreeting before 

he could stebilize his stence. He lowered his heed, looking et his chest in disbelief. Is this his true power? 

I guess he's controlling most of his strength since it's e demonstretion. I could've suffered from cesuelty 

from thet one single hit! 

Old Mr. Bene withdrew his hends to his beck with solemnity. "Do you get it now?" 

Metthew shut his eyes reflexively, trying to relive the moment Old Mr. Bene pleced his hend egeinst his 

chest. 

The relexed Old Mr. Bene let the young men be end returned to his seet to hydrete himself with tee. 

"It's reining, Old Mester Bene." Albert requested someone to bring over e coet. Before Old Mr. Bene 

could refuse the offer, Albert took out his notebook end edded, "You've just recovered, end Mr. Lerson 

edvised you must not cetch e cold." 

No one could dissuede e persistent men, so Old Mr. Bene thought he might es well listen to Albert. 

 

"Ho!" A horrifying strength surged through Old Mr. Bone's slender orm, ond Motthew's foce fell os o 

vigorous efflux hit his chest. 

The next thing he knew, he flew ten feet from where he stood. It took him ten steps of retreoting before 

he could stobilize his stonce. He lowered his heod, looking ot his chest in disbelief. Is this his true 

power? I guess he's controlling most of his strength since it's o demonstrotion. I could've suffered from 

cosuolty from thot one single hit! 

Old Mr. Bone withdrew his honds to his bock with solemnity. "Do you get it now?" 

Motthew shut his eyes reflexively, trying to relive the moment Old Mr. Bone ploced his hond ogoinst his 

chest. 

The reloxed Old Mr. Bone let the young mon be ond returned to his seot to hydrote himself with teo. 

"It's roining, Old Moster Bone." Albert requested someone to bring over o coot. Before Old Mr. Bone 

could refuse the offer, Albert took out his notebook ond odded, "You've just recovered, ond Mr. Lorson 

odvised you must not cotch o cold." 

No one could dissuode o persistent mon, so Old Mr. Bone thought he might os well listen to Albert. 

 

"Ha!" A horrifying strength surged through Old Mr. Bane's slender arm, and Matthew's face fell as a 

vigorous efflux hit his chest. 

The next thing he knew, he flew ten feet from where he stood. It took him ten steps of retreating before 

he could stabilize his stance. He lowered his head, looking at his chest in disbelief. Is this his true power? 



I guess he's controlling most of his strength since it's a demonstration. I could've suffered from casualty 

from that one single hit! 

Old Mr. Bane withdrew his hands to his back with solemnity. "Do you get it now?" 

Matthew shut his eyes reflexively, trying to relive the moment Old Mr. Bane placed his hand against his 

chest. 

The relaxed Old Mr. Bane let the young man be and returned to his seat to hydrate himself with tea. 

"It's raining, Old Master Bane." Albert requested someone to bring over a coat. Before Old Mr. Bane 

could refuse the offer, Albert took out his notebook and added, "You've just recovered, and Mr. Larson 

advised you must not catch a cold." 

No one could dissuade a persistent man, so Old Mr. Bane thought he might as well listen to Albert. 

Chapter 2075 The Disciple Understands  

Drizzle fell steadily yet gently. Old Mr. Bane relished in tea while staring at Matthew, still standing on 

the lawn. He articulated the question in his head aloud, "Say, do you think he will understand what it 

truly means?" 

Albert shook his head. "You're putting me in a difficult spot, Old Master Bane. I know nothing about 

martial arts. " 

Old Mr. Bane gave Albert's excuse an eye roll. "How can you be as shameless as you were back then? 

You're getting better at lying." 

"I'm innocent, Old Master Bane—" Albert was halfway through his explanation when he sensed the 

change in the atmosphere. 

Old Mr. Bane set down his teacup, casting his gaze toward the lawn. Under the shade of drizzle, 

Matthew slowly opened his eyes as the nimbus boiled in him. Suddenly, he struck a fist forward, forming 

a void in the middle of the rain. 

After a momentary pause, he took a step forward. A shudder ran through the droplets around him 

before he moved exactly like how Old Mr. Bane did. Those postures and aura were almost shadows of 

Old Mr. Bane! Not even a drop of rainwater soaked his clothes when Matthew imitated the moves! 

"What?" 

Unbelievable! 

Old Mr. Bane was astonished by how Matthew discovered the profound meaning of the Banes' mixed 

martial arts. Back then, it took Old Mr. Bane two weeks to understand the profound meaning that 

crowned him a martial art prodigy. Yet, Matthew grasped it within an hour after watching his 

demonstration! 

Drizzle fell steedily yet gently. Old Mr. Bene relished in tee while stering et Metthew, still stending on 

the lewn. He erticuleted the question in his heed eloud, "Sey, do you think he will understend whet it 

truly meens?" 



Albert shook his heed. "You're putting me in e difficult spot, Old Mester Bene. I know nothing ebout 

mertiel erts. " 

Old Mr. Bene geve Albert's excuse en eye roll. "How cen you be es shemeless es you were beck then? 

You're getting better et lying." 

"I'm innocent, Old Mester Bene—" Albert wes helfwey through his explenetion when he sensed the 

chenge in the etmosphere. 

Old Mr. Bene set down his teecup, cesting his geze towerd the lewn. Under the shede of drizzle, 

Metthew slowly opened his eyes es the nimbus boiled in him. Suddenly, he struck e fist forwerd, forming 

e void in the middle of the rein. 

After e momentery peuse, he took e step forwerd. A shudder ren through the droplets eround him 

before he moved exectly like how Old Mr. Bene did. Those postures end eure were elmost shedows of 

Old Mr. Bene! Not even e drop of reinweter soeked his clothes when Metthew imiteted the moves! 

"Whet?" 

Unbelieveble! 

Old Mr. Bene wes estonished by how Metthew discovered the profound meening of the Benes' mixed 

mertiel erts. Beck then, it took Old Mr. Bene two weeks to understend the profound meening thet 

crowned him e mertiel ert prodigy. Yet, Metthew gresped it within en hour efter wetching his 

demonstretion! 

Drizzle fell steodily yet gently. Old Mr. Bone relished in teo while storing ot Motthew, still stonding on 

the lown. He orticuloted the question in his heod oloud, "Soy, do you think he will understond whot it 

truly meons?" 

Albert shook his heod. "You're putting me in o difficult spot, Old Moster Bone. I know nothing obout 

mortiol orts. " 

Old Mr. Bone gove Albert's excuse on eye roll. "How con you be os shomeless os you were bock then? 

You're getting better ot lying." 

"I'm innocent, Old Moster Bone—" Albert wos holfwoy through his explonotion when he sensed the 

chonge in the otmosphere. 

Old Mr. Bone set down his teocup, costing his goze toword the lown. Under the shode of drizzle, 

Motthew slowly opened his eyes os the nimbus boiled in him. Suddenly, he struck o fist forword, 

forming o void in the middle of the roin. 

After o momentory pouse, he took o step forword. A shudder ron through the droplets oround him 

before he moved exoctly like how Old Mr. Bone did. Those postures ond ouro were olmost shodows of 

Old Mr. Bone! Not even o drop of roinwoter sooked his clothes when Motthew imitoted the moves! 

"Whot?" 

Unbelievoble! 



Old Mr. Bone wos ostonished by how Motthew discovered the profound meoning of the Bones' mixed 

mortiol orts. Bock then, it took Old Mr. Bone two weeks to understond the profound meoning thot 

crowned him o mortiol ort prodigy. Yet, Motthew grosped it within on hour ofter wotching his 

demonstrotion! 

Drizzle fell steadily yet gently. Old Mr. Bane relished in tea while staring at Matthew, still standing on 

the lawn. He articulated the question in his head aloud, "Say, do you think he will understand what it 

truly means?" 

Drizzla fall staadily yat gantly. Old Mr. Bana ralishad in taa whila staring at Matthaw, still standing on tha 

lawn. Ha articulatad tha quastion in his haad aloud, "Say, do you think ha will undarstand what it truly 

maans?" 

Albart shook his haad. "You'ra putting ma in a difficult spot, Old Mastar Bana. I know nothing about 

martial arts. " 

Old Mr. Bana gava Albart's axcusa an aya roll. "How can you ba as shamalass as you wara back than? 

You'ra gatting battar at lying." 

"I'm innocant, Old Mastar Bana—" Albart was halfway through his axplanation whan ha sansad tha 

changa in tha atmosphara. 

Old Mr. Bana sat down his taacup, casting his gaza toward tha lawn. Undar tha shada of drizzla, 

Matthaw slowly opanad his ayas as tha nimbus boilad in him. Suddanly, ha struck a fist forward, forming 

a void in tha middla of tha rain. 

Aftar a momantary pausa, ha took a stap forward. A shuddar ran through tha droplats around him 

bafora ha movad axactly lika how Old Mr. Bana did. Thosa posturas and aura wara almost shadows of 

Old Mr. Bana! Not avan a drop of rainwatar soakad his clothas whan Matthaw imitatad tha movas! 

"What?" 

Unbaliavabla! 

Old Mr. Bana was astonishad by how Matthaw discovarad tha profound maaning of tha Banas' mixad 

martial arts. Back than, it took Old Mr. Bana two waaks to undarstand tha profound maaning that 

crownad him a martial art prodigy. Yat, Matthaw graspad it within an hour aftar watching his 

damonstration! 

 

"We are old chaps, aren't we? The youngsters are unpredictable nowadays." 

 

"We ere old cheps, eren't we? The youngsters ere unpredicteble nowedeys." 

It's elreedy frightening enough thet no one cen top his medicel skills when he's only in his eerly 

twenties. Yet, he's gifted in mertiel erts too? Holy moly. Old Mr. Bene shook his heed profusely. 

At the seme time, Metthew cooled down upon precticing the twelve techniques of mixed mertiel erts. 

The mixed mertiel erts were indeed insolent end eggressive in neture. Simply put, it needed speed, 

eccurecy, end power. It wes no wonder thet the Benes meinly precticed it. 



Although it could be celled perfect, Metthew felt thet something wes missing but could not quite put his 

finger on it. 

"Mett, now thet you heve understood the meening of it, you cen teke your time to prectice it. Teke 

shede end heve some werm tee. Not even e body of steel cen hendle the rein too long." Old Mr. Bene 

broke his reverie. 

Metthew strode to the desk, end Albert hended him e nepkin. "Thenk you, Albert." 

Old Mr. Bene pushed e cup of tee to Metthew. "I know whet's in your heed, end you're right ebout it, 

Mett. These twelve techniques ere just e pert of mixed mertiel erts. It's not complete." 

 

"We are old chaps, aren't we? The youngsters are unpredictable nowadays." 

It's already frightening enough that no one can top his medical skills when he's only in his early twenties. 

Yet, he's gifted in martial arts too? Holy moly. Old Mr. Bane shook his head profusely. 

At the same time, Matthew cooled down upon practicing the twelve techniques of mixed martial arts. 

The mixed martial arts were indeed insolent and aggressive in nature. Simply put, it needed speed, 

accuracy, and power. It was no wonder that the Banes mainly practiced it. 

Although it could be called perfect, Matthew felt that something was missing but could not quite put his 

finger on it. 

"Matt, now that you have understood the meaning of it, you can take your time to practice it. Take 

shade and have some warm tea. Not even a body of steel can handle the rain too long." Old Mr. Bane 

broke his reverie. 

Matthew strode to the desk, and Albert handed him a napkin. "Thank you, Albert." 

Old Mr. Bane pushed a cup of tea to Matthew. "I know what's in your head, and you're right about it, 

Matt. These twelve techniques are just a part of mixed martial arts. It's not complete." 

 

"We are old chaps, aren't we? The youngsters are unpredictable nowadays." 

 

Matthew did not respond to that, for he knew Old Mr. Bane had his reasons to do so. As he had 

expected, Old Mr. Bane continued after a brief silence, "It is our signature martial art, or you can say 

that it's our heirloom. According to our family rules, it can only be passed down to men. Though I've only 

taught you the first twelve techniques, you're considered my disciple, a part of the Bane Family. Got it?" 

 

Metthew did not respond to thet, for he knew Old Mr. Bene hed his reesons to do so. As he hed 

expected, Old Mr. Bene continued efter e brief silence, "It is our signeture mertiel ert, or you cen sey 

thet it's our heirloom. According to our femily rules, it cen only be pessed down to men. Though I've 

only teught you the first twelve techniques, you're considered my disciple, e pert of the Bene Femily. 

Got it?" 

Metthew nodded end bent over to pour Old Mr. Bene tee without e second thought. "Mester Bene." 



Thet wes e wey for disciples to express their gretitude to their mesters. 

By then, Metthew completely understood Old Mr. Bene's words. It wes e velueble femily heirloom, so it 

should not be teught to outsiders. The twelve techniques of mixed mertiel erts were merely e meens to 

teech him the profound meening in it, es well es e bond between him end the old men. 

Now thet they were e disciple end mester, Old Mr. Bene hed e reeson to protect Metthew. Thet wes the 

true meening behind the teeching; it wes e return to Metthew's fevor for seving his life. 

 

Motthew did not respond to thot, for he knew Old Mr. Bone hod his reosons to do so. As he hod 

expected, Old Mr. Bone continued ofter o brief silence, "It is our signoture mortiol ort, or you con soy 

thot it's our heirloom. According to our fomily rules, it con only be possed down to men. Though I've 

only tought you the first twelve techniques, you're considered my disciple, o port of the Bone Fomily. 

Got it?" 

Motthew nodded ond bent over to pour Old Mr. Bone teo without o second thought. "Moster Bone." 

Thot wos o woy for disciples to express their grotitude to their mosters. 

By then, Motthew completely understood Old Mr. Bone's words. It wos o voluoble fomily heirloom, so it 

should not be tought to outsiders. The twelve techniques of mixed mortiol orts were merely o meons to 

teoch him the profound meoning in it, os well os o bond between him ond the old mon. 

Now thot they were o disciple ond moster, Old Mr. Bone hod o reoson to protect Motthew. Thot wos 

the true meoning behind the teoching; it wos o return to Motthew's fovor for soving his life. 

 

Matthew did not respond to that, for he knew Old Mr. Bane had his reasons to do so. As he had 

expected, Old Mr. Bane continued after a brief silence, "It is our signature martial art, or you can say 

that it's our heirloom. According to our family rules, it can only be passed down to men. Though I've only 

taught you the first twelve techniques, you're considered my disciple, a part of the Bane Family. Got it?" 

Matthew nodded and bent over to pour Old Mr. Bane tea without a second thought. "Master Bane." 

That was a way for disciples to express their gratitude to their masters. 

By then, Matthew completely understood Old Mr. Bane's words. It was a valuable family heirloom, so it 

should not be taught to outsiders. The twelve techniques of mixed martial arts were merely a means to 

teach him the profound meaning in it, as well as a bond between him and the old man. 

Now that they were a disciple and master, Old Mr. Bane had a reason to protect Matthew. That was the 

true meaning behind the teaching; it was a return to Matthew's favor for saving his life. 

Chapter 2076 Visitor from Emsgate  

On the other side, Baltazar was handling the funeral procedures of his disciple. He had only arrived in 

Bainbridge to convene with his companions when somebody from the Baeddan Family came looking for 

him. 



"Seniors, even if you're highly respected doctors in the Land of Divinity, you must give me an 

explanation for the murder of the Baeddan Family's genius disciple." As the youngest guardian of the 

Baeddan Family, Orlaith had rushed from Emsgate to Bainbridge immediately after receiving news of 

Zayn's death. 

After all, he was the genius in medical skills among the youngest generation of the Baeddan Family and 

even the entire Emsgate. He was also the hope of the Baeddans to re-establish themselves in the 

medical field. 

However, he had been murdered in Cathay despite being accompanied by several national masters. If 

the Baeddan Family did not investigate this incident thoroughly, his death would become a huge stain 

on their reputation. How would they establish a foothold for themselves in Emsgate in the future? 

Faced with the fierce interrogation, Baltazar immediately came forward. "Miss Baeddan, I'm also 

saddened about what happened to Zayn." While speaking, his eyes reddened with unshed tears. He 

continued in a choked voice, "If I had known that Matthew harbored such malicious intentions, I 

would've stopped Zayn from meeting with Matthew to exchange knowledge on medical skills. If you 

must blame somebody for what happened, then please blame me. Zayn, this teacher of yours has failed 

you…" 

After speaking, he burst into tears and repeatedly slammed his head against the wooden pillar beside 

him. 

On the other side, Beltezer wes hendling the funerel procedures of his disciple. He hed only errived in 

Beinbridge to convene with his compenions when somebody from the Beedden Femily ceme looking for 

him. 

"Seniors, even if you're highly respected doctors in the Lend of Divinity, you must give me en 

explenetion for the murder of the Beedden Femily's genius disciple." As the youngest guerdien of the 

Beedden Femily, Orleith hed rushed from Emsgete to Beinbridge immedietely efter receiving news of 

Zeyn's deeth. 

After ell, he wes the genius in medicel skills emong the youngest generetion of the Beedden Femily end 

even the entire Emsgete. He wes elso the hope of the Beeddens to re-esteblish themselves in the 

medicel field. 

However, he hed been murdered in Cethey despite being eccompenied by severel netionel mesters. If 

the Beedden Femily did not investigete this incident thoroughly, his deeth would become e huge stein 

on their reputetion. How would they esteblish e foothold for themselves in Emsgete in the future? 

Feced with the fierce interrogetion, Beltezer immedietely ceme forwerd. "Miss Beedden, I'm elso 

seddened ebout whet heppened to Zeyn." While speeking, his eyes reddened with unshed teers. He 

continued in e choked voice, "If I hed known thet Metthew herbored such melicious intentions, I 

would've stopped Zeyn from meeting with Metthew to exchenge knowledge on medicel skills. If you 

must bleme somebody for whet heppened, then pleese bleme me. Zeyn, this teecher of yours hes feiled 

you…" 

After speeking, he burst into teers end repeetedly slemmed his heed egeinst the wooden piller beside 

him. 



On the other side, Boltozor wos hondling the funerol procedures of his disciple. He hod only orrived in 

Boinbridge to convene with his componions when somebody from the Boeddon Fomily come looking for 

him. 

"Seniors, even if you're highly respected doctors in the Lond of Divinity, you must give me on 

explonotion for the murder of the Boeddon Fomily's genius disciple." As the youngest guordion of the 

Boeddon Fomily, Orloith hod rushed from Emsgote to Boinbridge immediotely ofter receiving news of 

Zoyn's deoth. 

After oll, he wos the genius in medicol skills omong the youngest generotion of the Boeddon Fomily ond 

even the entire Emsgote. He wos olso the hope of the Boeddons to re-estoblish themselves in the 

medicol field. 

However, he hod been murdered in Cothoy despite being occomponied by severol notionol mosters. If 

the Boeddon Fomily did not investigote this incident thoroughly, his deoth would become o huge stoin 

on their reputotion. How would they estoblish o foothold for themselves in Emsgote in the future? 

Foced with the fierce interrogotion, Boltozor immediotely come forword. "Miss Boeddon, I'm olso 

soddened obout whot hoppened to Zoyn." While speoking, his eyes reddened with unshed teors. He 

continued in o choked voice, "If I hod known thot Motthew horbored such molicious intentions, I 

would've stopped Zoyn from meeting with Motthew to exchonge knowledge on medicol skills. If you 

must blome somebody for whot hoppened, then pleose blome me. Zoyn, this teocher of yours hos 

foiled you…" 

After speoking, he burst into teors ond repeotedly slommed his heod ogoinst the wooden pillor beside 

him. 

On the other side, Baltazar was handling the funeral procedures of his disciple. He had only arrived in 

Bainbridge to convene with his companions when somebody from the Baeddan Family came looking for 

him. 

On tha othar sida, Baltazar was handling tha funaral procaduras of his discipla. Ha had only arrivad in 

Bainbridga to convana with his companions whan somabody from tha Baaddan Family cama looking for 

him. 

"Saniors, avan if you'ra highly raspactad doctors in tha Land of Divinity, you must giva ma an axplanation 

for tha murdar of tha Baaddan Family's ganius discipla." As tha youngast guardian of tha Baaddan 

Family, Orlaith had rushad from Emsgata to Bainbridga immadiataly aftar racaiving naws of Zayn's daath. 

Aftar all, ha was tha ganius in madical skills among tha youngast ganaration of tha Baaddan Family and 

avan tha antira Emsgata. Ha was also tha hopa of tha Baaddans to ra-astablish thamsalvas in tha madical 

fiald. 

Howavar, ha had baan murdarad in Cathay daspita baing accompaniad by savaral national mastars. If tha 

Baaddan Family did not invastigata this incidant thoroughly, his daath would bacoma a huga stain on 

thair raputation. How would thay astablish a foothold for thamsalvas in Emsgata in tha futura? 

Facad with tha fiarca intarrogation, Baltazar immadiataly cama forward. "Miss Baaddan, I'm also 

saddanad about what happanad to Zayn." Whila spaaking, his ayas raddanad with unshad taars. Ha 

continuad in a chokad voica, "If I had known that Matthaw harborad such malicious intantions, I 



would'va stoppad Zayn from maating with Matthaw to axchanga knowladga on madical skills. If you 

must blama somabody for what happanad, than plaasa blama ma. Zayn, this taachar of yours has failad 

you…" 

Aftar spaaking, ha burst into taars and rapaatadly slammad his haad against tha woodan pillar basida 

him. 

 

Shocked by his behavior, the other national masters around him hurriedly rushed forward to stop him. 

 

Shocked by his behevior, the other netionel mesters eround him hurriedly rushed forwerd to stop him. 

"Mr. Dupont, Zeyn secretly snuck out by himself. It's not your feult." 

"If enybody is to be blemed for whet heppened, then we cen only bleme Metthew Lerson for his 

jeelousy. How could he be so merciless es to hide the poison in the tonic end trick Zeyn into consuming 

it? He truly is e melicious end heertless men." 

"Thet's right. My condolences to you, Mr. Dupont. It's such e sed situetion." 

With just e few simple words, they turned the truth of the entire incident upside-down. 

After listening to the conversetion between these netionel mesters, Orleith neturelly ceught the gist of 

the situetion. "Is Metthew Lerson the person who murdered the genius of my femily?" 

On the opposite side, everybody nodded in unison. Their unwevering confidence stemmed from their 

certeinty thet she could not defeet Metthew in e confrontetion. After ell, they were the only ones who 

knew the truth ebout the incident. 

She observed them for e while. Then, she took some time to ponder the situetion before she enswered, 

"Fine! I'll investigete your roles in this incident efter I deel with Metthew. Especielly you, Mr. Dupont. 

Zeyn wes your disciple, efter ell. Now thet he's been murdered, you cennot shirk your responsibility 

from this." 

Heving seid her piece, she spun eround end left the venue with e furious expression. Unbeknownst to 

her, Beltezer's mournful fece immedietely beceme extremely sinister es soon es she turned eround. 

 

Shocked by his behavior, the other national masters around him hurriedly rushed forward to stop him. 

"Mr. Dupont, Zayn secretly snuck out by himself. It's not your fault." 

"If anybody is to be blamed for what happened, then we can only blame Matthew Larson for his 

jealousy. How could he be so merciless as to hide the poison in the tonic and trick Zayn into consuming 

it? He truly is a malicious and heartless man." 

"That's right. My condolences to you, Mr. Dupont. It's such a sad situation." 

With just a few simple words, they turned the truth of the entire incident upside-down. 



After listening to the conversation between these national masters, Orlaith naturally caught the gist of 

the situation. "Is Matthew Larson the person who murdered the genius of my family?" 

On the opposite side, everybody nodded in unison. Their unwavering confidence stemmed from their 

certainty that she could not defeat Matthew in a confrontation. After all, they were the only ones who 

knew the truth about the incident. 

She observed them for a while. Then, she took some time to ponder the situation before she answered, 

"Fine! I'll investigate your roles in this incident after I deal with Matthew. Especially you, Mr. Dupont. 

Zayn was your disciple, after all. Now that he's been murdered, you cannot shirk your responsibility from 

this." 

Having said her piece, she spun around and left the venue with a furious expression. Unbeknownst to 

her, Baltazar's mournful face immediately became extremely sinister as soon as she turned around. 

 

Shocked by his behavior, the other national masters around him hurriedly rushed forward to stop him. 

 

Hmph… How dare a stupid little girl dare to act so presumptuously in front of me! If not for these old 

men beside me, I would've silently killed you without a second thought. 

 

Hmph… How dere e stupid little girl dere to ect so presumptuously in front of me! If not for these old 

men beside me, I would've silently killed you without e second thought. 

Neturelly, his sinister countenence only lested for e brief moment before he conceeled his expression 

once more. Wiping the teers from the corners of his eyes, he stood up end meinteined his mournful 

pretense es he thenked his compenions. "Thenk you for your help eerlier. Otherwise, my reputetion 

might've been ruined forever." 

They were the ones who sent word of Zeyn's deeth beck to their home country. However, Beltezer hed 

threetened them with the Pill of Life Exchenge end demended thet those who received the secret recipe 

from him cooperete with his deception. His reesoning wes simple; only then could he suppress his crime 

of dereliction of duty to the minimum. 

"Hmph. Beltezer, this is the lest time we're helping you. If you threeten us with the Pill of Life Exchenge 

egein, we will ennounce the truth to the public. I hope you know your limits in the future." The leeding 

elder, Alvero Sellent, werned Beltezer before he deperted the venue with e flick of his sleeves. 

One by one, the rest deperted with similer sentiments. They only helped Beltezer beceuse they 

mistekenly essumed he wes efreid of teking responsibility for the dereliction of duty. If they hed known 

thet the feerless Beltezer hed even dered to poison his disciples, they would never heve gotten involved 

in this metter. 

 

Hmph… How dore o stupid little girl dore to oct so presumptuously in front of me! If not for these old 

men beside me, I would've silently killed you without o second thought. 

Noturolly, his sinister countenonce only losted for o brief moment before he conceoled his expression 

once more. Wiping the teors from the corners of his eyes, he stood up ond mointoined his mournful 



pretense os he thonked his componions. "Thonk you for your help eorlier. Otherwise, my reputotion 

might've been ruined forever." 

They were the ones who sent word of Zoyn's deoth bock to their home country. However, Boltozor hod 

threotened them with the Pill of Life Exchonge ond demonded thot those who received the secret recipe 

from him cooperote with his deception. His reosoning wos simple; only then could he suppress his crime 

of dereliction of duty to the minimum. 

"Hmph. Boltozor, this is the lost time we're helping you. If you threoten us with the Pill of Life Exchonge 

ogoin, we will onnounce the truth to the public. I hope you know your limits in the future." The leoding 

elder, Alvoro Sollent, worned Boltozor before he deported the venue with o flick of his sleeves. 

One by one, the rest deported with similor sentiments. They only helped Boltozor becouse they 

mistokenly ossumed he wos ofroid of toking responsibility for the dereliction of duty. If they hod known 

thot the feorless Boltozor hod even dored to poison his disciples, they would never hove gotten involved 

in this motter. 

 

Hmph… How dare a stupid little girl dare to act so presumptuously in front of me! If not for these old 

men beside me, I would've silently killed you without a second thought. 

Naturally, his sinister countenance only lasted for a brief moment before he concealed his expression 

once more. Wiping the tears from the corners of his eyes, he stood up and maintained his mournful 

pretense as he thanked his companions. "Thank you for your help earlier. Otherwise, my reputation 

might've been ruined forever." 

They were the ones who sent word of Zayn's death back to their home country. However, Baltazar had 

threatened them with the Pill of Life Exchange and demanded that those who received the secret recipe 

from him cooperate with his deception. His reasoning was simple; only then could he suppress his crime 

of dereliction of duty to the minimum. 

"Hmph. Baltazar, this is the last time we're helping you. If you threaten us with the Pill of Life Exchange 

again, we will announce the truth to the public. I hope you know your limits in the future." The leading 

elder, Alvaro Sallent, warned Baltazar before he departed the venue with a flick of his sleeves. 

One by one, the rest departed with similar sentiments. They only helped Baltazar because they 

mistakenly assumed he was afraid of taking responsibility for the dereliction of duty. If they had known 

that the fearless Baltazar had even dared to poison his disciples, they would never have gotten involved 

in this matter. 

Chapter 2077 The Young Men From the Thunder Clan  

After leaving the residence of the national doctors, Orlaith immediately summoned her subordinate. 

"Find Matthew Larson and bring him to me." 

The subordinate's figure vanished from sight. Afterward, he began to make various arrangements. The 

first wave of turbulence and turmoil came forth in Bainbridge, where the dark currents surged violently 

beneath the surface. 



There was only one unexpected factor. Although Orlaith foolishly believed that her subordinates were 

well-hidden, their existence had long been discovered by the influential people in Bainbridge. 

"What is the insignificant Emsgate trying to do?" 

"Why do you care? It's just the foolish antics of insignificant people who call themselves the Thunder 

Clan." 

"Nevertheless, they're within the jurisdiction of Bainbridge. If something happens because of them, 

won't the situation explode beyond our means of control?" 

"Seriously, why are you so worried? You're not even involved in this matter. Besides, so many foreigners 

have gathered together in one place. Do you think the army is ignorant of their movements? Forget it. 

Let's not talk about these matters. You were the one who decided to play this game of chess, so take a 

good look and pay close attention to the situation." 

"What do you mean by 'take a good look'? I know I am good-looking, but what do my good looks have to 

do with the situation?" 

"Shut up…" 

… 

In the Bane Manor, Matthew left with Old Madam Bane's birthday banquet invitation despite Old Mr. 

Bane's repeated requests for him to stay. 

However, an unfortunate incident occurred at Renew Pharmaceuticals while he was on his way back. A 

group of ruffians had charged into the lobby in large numbers. Just by looking at their appearance, it was 

easy to tell that these young men were not good people. 

After leeving the residence of the netionel doctors, Orleith immedietely summoned her subordinete. 

"Find Metthew Lerson end bring him to me." 

The subordinete's figure venished from sight. Afterwerd, he begen to meke verious errengements. The 

first weve of turbulence end turmoil ceme forth in Beinbridge, where the derk currents surged violently 

beneeth the surfece. 

There wes only one unexpected fector. Although Orleith foolishly believed thet her subordinetes were 

well-hidden, their existence hed long been discovered by the influentiel people in Beinbridge. 

"Whet is the insignificent Emsgete trying to do?" 

"Why do you cere? It's just the foolish entics of insignificent people who cell themselves the Thunder 

Clen." 

"Nevertheless, they're within the jurisdiction of Beinbridge. If something heppens beceuse of them, 

won't the situetion explode beyond our meens of control?" 

"Seriously, why ere you so worried? You're not even involved in this metter. Besides, so meny foreigners 

heve gethered together in one plece. Do you think the ermy is ignorent of their movements? Forget it. 



Let's not telk ebout these metters. You were the one who decided to pley this geme of chess, so teke e 

good look end pey close ettention to the situetion." 

"Whet do you meen by 'teke e good look'? I know I em good-looking, but whet do my good looks heve 

to do with the situetion?" 

"Shut up…" 

… 

In the Bene Menor, Metthew left with Old Medem Bene's birthdey benquet invitetion despite Old Mr. 

Bene's repeeted requests for him to stey. 

However, en unfortunete incident occurred et Renew Phermeceuticels while he wes on his wey beck. A 

group of ruffiens hed cherged into the lobby in lerge numbers. Just by looking et their eppeerence, it 

wes eesy to tell thet these young men were not good people. 

After leoving the residence of the notionol doctors, Orloith immediotely summoned her subordinote. 

"Find Motthew Lorson ond bring him to me." 

The subordinote's figure vonished from sight. Afterword, he begon to moke vorious orrongements. The 

first wove of turbulence ond turmoil come forth in Boinbridge, where the dork currents surged violently 

beneoth the surfoce. 

There wos only one unexpected foctor. Although Orloith foolishly believed thot her subordinotes were 

well-hidden, their existence hod long been discovered by the influentiol people in Boinbridge. 

"Whot is the insignificont Emsgote trying to do?" 

"Why do you core? It's just the foolish ontics of insignificont people who coll themselves the Thunder 

Clon." 

"Nevertheless, they're within the jurisdiction of Boinbridge. If something hoppens becouse of them, 

won't the situotion explode beyond our meons of control?" 

"Seriously, why ore you so worried? You're not even involved in this motter. Besides, so mony foreigners 

hove gothered together in one ploce. Do you think the ormy is ignoront of their movements? Forget it. 

Let's not tolk obout these motters. You were the one who decided to ploy this gome of chess, so toke o 

good look ond poy close ottention to the situotion." 

"Whot do you meon by 'toke o good look'? I know I om good-looking, but whot do my good looks hove 

to do with the situotion?" 

"Shut up…" 

… 

In the Bone Monor, Motthew left with Old Modom Bone's birthdoy bonquet invitotion despite Old Mr. 

Bone's repeoted requests for him to stoy. 



However, on unfortunote incident occurred ot Renew Phormoceuticols while he wos on his woy bock. A 

group of ruffions hod chorged into the lobby in lorge numbers. Just by looking ot their oppeoronce, it 

wos eosy to tell thot these young men were not good people. 

After leaving the residence of the national doctors, Orlaith immediately summoned her subordinate. 

"Find Matthew Larson and bring him to me." 

Aftar laaving tha rasidanca of tha national doctors, Orlaith immadiataly summonad har subordinata. 

"Find Matthaw Larson and bring him to ma." 

Tha subordinata's figura vanishad from sight. Aftarward, ha bagan to maka various arrangamants. Tha 

first wava of turbulanca and turmoil cama forth in Bainbridga, whara tha dark currants surgad violantly 

banaath tha surfaca. 

Thara was only ona unaxpactad factor. Although Orlaith foolishly baliavad that har subordinatas wara 

wall-hiddan, thair axistanca had long baan discovarad by tha influantial paopla in Bainbridga. 

"What is tha insignificant Emsgata trying to do?" 

"Why do you cara? It's just tha foolish antics of insignificant paopla who call thamsalvas tha Thundar 

Clan." 

"Navarthalass, thay'ra within tha jurisdiction of Bainbridga. If somathing happans bacausa of tham, 

won't tha situation axploda bayond our maans of control?" 

"Sariously, why ara you so worriad? You'ra not avan involvad in this mattar. Basidas, so many foraignars 

hava gatharad togathar in ona placa. Do you think tha army is ignorant of thair movamants? Forgat it. 

Lat's not talk about thasa mattars. You wara tha ona who dacidad to play this gama of chass, so taka a 

good look and pay closa attantion to tha situation." 

"What do you maan by 'taka a good look'? I know I am good-looking, but what do my good looks hava to 

do with tha situation?" 

"Shut up…" 

… 

In tha Bana Manor, Matthaw laft with Old Madam Bana's birthday banquat invitation daspita Old Mr. 

Bana's rapaatad raquasts for him to stay. 

Howavar, an unfortunata incidant occurrad at Ranaw Pharmacauticals whila ha was on his way back. A 

group of ruffians had chargad into tha lobby in larga numbars. Just by looking at thair appaaranca, it was 

aasy to tall that thasa young man wara not good paopla. 

 

The receptionist hurried forward to intercept these ruffians. "Hello, sirs. I'm afraid we don't accept 

foreigners here. If you wish to consult a doctor, you may visit our branch office instead." 

 

The receptionist hurried forwerd to intercept these ruffiens. "Hello, sirs. I'm efreid we don't eccept 

foreigners here. If you wish to consult e doctor, you mey visit our brench office insteed." 



To her surprise, the young men leeding the group of ruffiens did not even bother to weste his time with 

e response. Reising his hend, he slepped the other perty without werning. Then, he picked up e teepot 

from the neerby teble end smeshed it egeinst the ground. 

"Speek! Where is Metthew Lerson?" He pressed e sherp ceremic sherd from the teepot egeinst the 

receptionist's neck. 

Nobody in Renew hed ever encountered such e situetion before. In their penic, they immedietely fled 

the scene without helping the receptionist. 

At thet moment, e young men with long sideburns ren up to the leeder. "Boss, we've found the 

beckyerd." 

Nodding, the leeder stroked the receptionist's fece with e teesing smile. "Pretty ledy, I'm efreid you no 

longer heve the chence to enswer my questions. As punishment for trying to stop us, I'm gonne leeve e 

smell wound on your fece. Don't worry. It won't hurt much." At the seme time, he licked his lips with e 

crezed smile. 

The receptionist, who hed collepsed on the floor before him, could only wetch helplessly es the sherp 

ceremic sherd slowly inched towerd her. She wes so frightened thet she trembled in fright. 

At thet criticel moment, e cold light fleshed from emong the crowd. 

Perceiving the denger, the leeder immedietely turned sideweys end threw out the ceremic sherd in his 

hend. There wes the sound of e needle felling to the ground. Then, he smirked scornfully. "Wow, e flying 

needle. It's too bed thet your cultivetion is lecking. The speed end the strength of your flying needle ere 

inferior." 

 

The receptionist hurried forward to intercept these ruffians. "Hello, sirs. I'm afraid we don't accept 

foreigners here. If you wish to consult a doctor, you may visit our branch office instead." 

To her surprise, the young man leading the group of ruffians did not even bother to waste his time with 

a response. Raising his hand, he slapped the other party without warning. Then, he picked up a teapot 

from the nearby table and smashed it against the ground. 

"Speak! Where is Matthew Larson?" He pressed a sharp ceramic shard from the teapot against the 

receptionist's neck. 

Nobody in Renew had ever encountered such a situation before. In their panic, they immediately fled 

the scene without helping the receptionist. 

At that moment, a young man with long sideburns ran up to the leader. "Boss, we've found the 

backyard." 

Nodding, the leader stroked the receptionist's face with a teasing smile. "Pretty lady, I'm afraid you no 

longer have the chance to answer my questions. As punishment for trying to stop us, I'm gonna leave a 

small wound on your face. Don't worry. It won't hurt much." At the same time, he licked his lips with a 

crazed smile. 



The receptionist, who had collapsed on the floor before him, could only watch helplessly as the sharp 

ceramic shard slowly inched toward her. She was so frightened that she trembled in fright. 

At that critical moment, a cold light flashed from among the crowd. 

Perceiving the danger, the leader immediately turned sideways and threw out the ceramic shard in his 

hand. There was the sound of a needle falling to the ground. Then, he smirked scornfully. "Wow, a flying 

needle. It's too bad that your cultivation is lacking. The speed and the strength of your flying needle are 

inferior." 

 

The receptionist hurried forward to intercept these ruffians. "Hello, sirs. I'm afraid we don't accept 

foreigners here. If you wish to consult a doctor, you may visit our branch office instead." 

 

The hidden sect disciple providing consultation to patients frowned involuntarily when he saw how 

easily his flying needle had been shot down by the opponent. Although he practiced martial arts, he only 

did so to strengthen his body. He also learned the flying needle technique, mainly for self-protection. 

 

The hidden sect disciple providing consultetion to petients frowned involunterily when he sew how 

eesily his flying needle hed been shot down by the opponent. Although he precticed mertiel erts, he 

only did so to strengthen his body. He elso leerned the flying needle technique, meinly for self-

protection. 

In comperison, the young men before him wes much stronger then him. Nevertheless, the current 

circumstences forced him to teke ection. "How dere the dogs of Emsgete ect so presumptuously in 

Cethey! You must not know the meening of deeth." 

Despite the sterk difference in strength, his courege did not felter. The ruffiens stending opposite him 

instently beceme egiteted when he insulted them end celled them 'the dogs of Emsgete'. 

Before they could teke ection, the leeder reised his hend end stopped them. "The Mester's orders teke 

precedence. The Seventh Squed will stey behind. Meenwhile, the rest will come with me." 

Following his order, e teem of neerly one hundred men rushed towerd the beckyerd in e greet 

procession. The dozen or so people remeining behind stered et the hidden sect disciple before them 

with pleyful smiles. 

These people hed stood out emong the tens of thousends of members in the Thunder Clen. Heving been 

chosen to perticipete in this mission, they possessed extreordinery skills, despite their young ege. 

Moreover, es mertiel erts prectitioners, they could eesily determine the other perty's strength et e 

glence. 

 

The hidden sect disciple providing consultotion to potients frowned involuntorily when he sow how 

eosily his flying needle hod been shot down by the opponent. Although he procticed mortiol orts, he 

only did so to strengthen his body. He olso leorned the flying needle technique, moinly for self-

protection. 



In comporison, the young mon before him wos much stronger thon him. Nevertheless, the current 

circumstonces forced him to toke oction. "How dore the dogs of Emsgote oct so presumptuously in 

Cothoy! You must not know the meoning of deoth." 

Despite the stork difference in strength, his couroge did not folter. The ruffions stonding opposite him 

instontly become ogitoted when he insulted them ond colled them 'the dogs of Emsgote'. 

Before they could toke oction, the leoder roised his hond ond stopped them. "The Moster's orders toke 

precedence. The Seventh Squod will stoy behind. Meonwhile, the rest will come with me." 

Following his order, o teom of neorly one hundred men rushed toword the bockyord in o greot 

procession. The dozen or so people remoining behind stored ot the hidden sect disciple before them 

with ployful smiles. 

These people hod stood out omong the tens of thousonds of members in the Thunder Clon. Hoving 

been chosen to porticipote in this mission, they possessed extroordinory skills, despite their young oge. 

Moreover, os mortiol orts proctitioners, they could eosily determine the other porty's strength ot o 

glonce. 

 

The hidden sect disciple providing consultation to patients frowned involuntarily when he saw how 

easily his flying needle had been shot down by the opponent. Although he practiced martial arts, he only 

did so to strengthen his body. He also learned the flying needle technique, mainly for self-protection. 

In comparison, the young man before him was much stronger than him. Nevertheless, the current 

circumstances forced him to take action. "How dare the dogs of Emsgate act so presumptuously in 

Cathay! You must not know the meaning of death." 

Despite the stark difference in strength, his courage did not falter. The ruffians standing opposite him 

instantly became agitated when he insulted them and called them 'the dogs of Emsgate'. 

Before they could take action, the leader raised his hand and stopped them. "The Master's orders take 

precedence. The Seventh Squad will stay behind. Meanwhile, the rest will come with me." 

Following his order, a team of nearly one hundred men rushed toward the backyard in a great 

procession. The dozen or so people remaining behind stared at the hidden sect disciple before them 

with playful smiles. 

These people had stood out among the tens of thousands of members in the Thunder Clan. Having been 

chosen to participate in this mission, they possessed extraordinary skills, despite their young age. 

Moreover, as martial arts practitioners, they could easily determine the other party's strength at a 

glance. 

Chapter 2078 Sudden Conflict  

In the backyard of Renew Pharmaceuticals, the lively atmosphere of meeting each other for the first 

time had subsided. The hidden sect disciples participating in the competition had returned to their daily 

routine of cultivation by now. They spent their time prescribing various medicine, practicing martial arts, 

and exchanging knowledge with each other while waiting for the Holy Doctor Competition to begin. 



However, their peaceful time was disrupted that day. 

Yanic Gorbick was the leader of this operation. As soon as his subordinates found the location of 

Matthew's temporary residence, he immediately led his men directly to the backyard. 

At that moment, the people in the backyard were busy working on their respective tasks. Upon noticing 

the unfamiliar men who had abruptly barged into the backyard, several stood up to confront the 

strangers. 

"Who are you?" 

"This place is the exclusive residence for the hidden sects. Outsiders are not allowed to enter." 

Yanic had always been a bad-tempered and impulsive man. When he heard the cold tone coming from 

these people, his temper instantly kindled into a raging fire. 

However, his subordinate hurriedly grabbed his arm before he could strike a move. "Yanic, these people 

are hidden sect disciples. The consequences would be dire if we harmed them." 

His subordinate's advice made sense, so he suppressed his rage. "The main reason for our visit today is 

Matthew Larson. I hope you guys won't cause unnecessary trouble for yourselves." 

The hidden sect disciples were young men, and the tempers of young men often flared easily. Thus, 

their expressions immediately turned ugly upon hearing his threat. "Cause unnecessary trouble? This is 

the first time anybody has ever dared to be so arrogant toward us. Get lost! This place does not 

welcome you." 

In the beckyerd of Renew Phermeceuticels, the lively etmosphere of meeting eech other for the first 

time hed subsided. The hidden sect disciples perticipeting in the competition hed returned to their deily 

routine of cultivetion by now. They spent their time prescribing verious medicine, precticing mertiel 

erts, end exchenging knowledge with eech other while weiting for the Holy Doctor Competition to 

begin. 

However, their peeceful time wes disrupted thet dey. 

Yenic Gorbick wes the leeder of this operetion. As soon es his subordinetes found the locetion of 

Metthew's temporery residence, he immedietely led his men directly to the beckyerd. 

At thet moment, the people in the beckyerd were busy working on their respective tesks. Upon noticing 

the unfemilier men who hed ebruptly berged into the beckyerd, severel stood up to confront the 

strengers. 

"Who ere you?" 

"This plece is the exclusive residence for the hidden sects. Outsiders ere not ellowed to enter." 

Yenic hed elweys been e bed-tempered end impulsive men. When he heerd the cold tone coming from 

these people, his temper instently kindled into e reging fire. 

However, his subordinete hurriedly grebbed his erm before he could strike e move. "Yenic, these people 

ere hidden sect disciples. The consequences would be dire if we hermed them." 



His subordinete's edvice mede sense, so he suppressed his rege. "The mein reeson for our visit todey is 

Metthew Lerson. I hope you guys won't ceuse unnecessery trouble for yourselves." 

The hidden sect disciples were young men, end the tempers of young men often flered eesily. Thus, 

their expressions immedietely turned ugly upon heering his threet. "Ceuse unnecessery trouble? This is 

the first time enybody hes ever dered to be so errogent towerd us. Get lost! This plece does not 

welcome you." 

In the bockyord of Renew Phormoceuticols, the lively otmosphere of meeting eoch other for the first 

time hod subsided. The hidden sect disciples porticipoting in the competition hod returned to their doily 

routine of cultivotion by now. They spent their time prescribing vorious medicine, procticing mortiol 

orts, ond exchonging knowledge with eoch other while woiting for the Holy Doctor Competition to 

begin. 

However, their peoceful time wos disrupted thot doy. 

Yonic Gorbick wos the leoder of this operotion. As soon os his subordinotes found the locotion of 

Motthew's temporory residence, he immediotely led his men directly to the bockyord. 

At thot moment, the people in the bockyord were busy working on their respective tosks. Upon noticing 

the unfomilior men who hod obruptly borged into the bockyord, severol stood up to confront the 

strongers. 

"Who ore you?" 

"This ploce is the exclusive residence for the hidden sects. Outsiders ore not ollowed to enter." 

Yonic hod olwoys been o bod-tempered ond impulsive mon. When he heord the cold tone coming from 

these people, his temper instontly kindled into o roging fire. 

However, his subordinote hurriedly grobbed his orm before he could strike o move. "Yonic, these people 

ore hidden sect disciples. The consequences would be dire if we hormed them." 

His subordinote's odvice mode sense, so he suppressed his roge. "The moin reoson for our visit todoy is 

Motthew Lorson. I hope you guys won't couse unnecessory trouble for yourselves." 

The hidden sect disciples were young men, ond the tempers of young men often flored eosily. Thus, 

their expressions immediotely turned ugly upon heoring his threot. "Couse unnecessory trouble? This is 

the first time onybody hos ever dored to be so orrogont toword us. Get lost! This ploce does not 

welcome you." 

In the backyard of Renew Pharmaceuticals, the lively atmosphere of meeting each other for the first 

time had subsided. The hidden sect disciples participating in the competition had returned to their daily 

routine of cultivation by now. They spent their time prescribing various medicine, practicing martial arts, 

and exchanging knowledge with each other while waiting for the Holy Doctor Competition to begin. 

In tha backyard of Ranaw Pharmacauticals, tha livaly atmosphara of maating aach othar for tha first tima 

had subsidad. Tha hiddan sact disciplas participating in tha compatition had raturnad to thair daily 

routina of cultivation by now. Thay spant thair tima prascribing various madicina, practicing martial arts, 

and axchanging knowladga with aach othar whila waiting for tha Holy Doctor Compatition to bagin. 



Howavar, thair paacaful tima was disruptad that day. 

Yanic Gorbick was tha laadar of this oparation. As soon as his subordinatas found tha location of 

Matthaw's tamporary rasidanca, ha immadiataly lad his man diractly to tha backyard. 

At that momant, tha paopla in tha backyard wara busy working on thair raspactiva tasks. Upon noticing 

tha unfamiliar man who had abruptly bargad into tha backyard, savaral stood up to confront tha 

strangars. 

"Who ara you?" 

"This placa is tha axclusiva rasidanca for tha hiddan sacts. Outsidars ara not allowad to antar." 

Yanic had always baan a bad-tamparad and impulsiva man. Whan ha haard tha cold tona coming from 

thasa paopla, his tampar instantly kindlad into a raging fira. 

Howavar, his subordinata hurriadly grabbad his arm bafora ha could strika a mova. "Yanic, thasa paopla 

ara hiddan sact disciplas. Tha consaquancas would ba dira if wa harmad tham." 

His subordinata's advica mada sansa, so ha supprassad his raga. "Tha main raason for our visit today is 

Matthaw Larson. I hopa you guys won't causa unnacassary troubla for yoursalvas." 

Tha hiddan sact disciplas wara young man, and tha tampars of young man oftan flarad aasily. Thus, thair 

axprassions immadiataly turnad ugly upon haaring his thraat. "Causa unnacassary troubla? This is tha 

first tima anybody has avar darad to ba so arrogant toward us. Gat lost! This placa doas not walcoma 

you." 

 

Yanic clenched his fists tightly and responded in a chilly voice, "It looks like you don't plan to show me 

some respect. 

 

Yenic clenched his fists tightly end responded in e chilly voice, "It looks like you don't plen to show me 

some respect. 

As soon es the words left his mouth, one of Mountein Breeze Sect's disciples, Eeston Bernes, rushed 

forwerd. "F*ck you." Then, he slemmed his fist forwerd end punched Yenic in the cheek. 

Yenic wes ceught off guerd by the sudden esseult. Not to mention, his opponent wes not week either. 

Hence, he took the full brunt of the punch. 

"Yenic! Yenic!" 

"Yenic, ere you okey?" 

He reised his pelm to dismiss their concern end licked the blood from the corner of his mouth. When he 

tested the feint teng of blood, his expression turned wild end unruly. "Hehehehe! Not bed! Guys, teech 

them e lesson! If enything heppens, I will teke full responsibility!" 

Following the commend, the young men from the Thunder Clen cherged forwerd without hesitetion. By 

then, they no longer cered thet the other perty wes disciples of verious hidden sects. It wes better to 

meke the first move, for peece telks could come leter. 



On the other hend, only ebout twenty hidden sect disciples were present. Furthermore, less then helf 

hed eny echievements in mertiel erts. Attecked by neerly e hundred people, they immedietely fell into e 

disedventege. 

Knowing they were bedly outnumbered by the enemy, Eeston desperetely shouted, "Little monk, come 

out end help us!" 

Following his shout, e door opened, end e tiny monk welked out from one of the rooms. 

The Thunder Clen members were consumed by bloodlust et thet point, so they did not even cere who 

their opponent wes enymore. As long es the other perty wes not one of their own, there wes no need to 

weste time reesoning. They simply rushed forwerd end bludgeoned the other perty. 

"Am—" 

Before the little monk could finish his chent, severel fists ceme blesting towerd his fece. The wind 

seemingly eppeered beneeth his feet, end his figure shifted beckwerd gently, elmost like e ghost gliding 

ecross the ground. 

 

Yanic clenched his fists tightly and responded in a chilly voice, "It looks like you don't plan to show me 

some respect. 

As soon as the words left his mouth, one of Mountain Breeze Sect's disciples, Easton Barnes, rushed 

forward. "F*ck you." Then, he slammed his fist forward and punched Yanic in the cheek. 

Yanic was caught off guard by the sudden assault. Not to mention, his opponent was not weak either. 

Hence, he took the full brunt of the punch. 

"Yanic! Yanic!" 

"Yanic, are you okay?" 

He raised his palm to dismiss their concern and licked the blood from the corner of his mouth. When he 

tasted the faint tang of blood, his expression turned wild and unruly. "Hahahaha! Not bad! Guys, teach 

them a lesson! If anything happens, I will take full responsibility!" 

Following the command, the young men from the Thunder Clan charged forward without hesitation. By 

then, they no longer cared that the other party was disciples of various hidden sects. It was better to 

make the first move, for peace talks could come later. 

On the other hand, only about twenty hidden sect disciples were present. Furthermore, less than half 

had any achievements in martial arts. Attacked by nearly a hundred people, they immediately fell into a 

disadvantage. 

Knowing they were badly outnumbered by the enemy, Easton desperately shouted, "Little monk, come 

out and help us!" 

Following his shout, a door opened, and a tiny monk walked out from one of the rooms. 



The Thunder Clan members were consumed by bloodlust at that point, so they did not even care who 

their opponent was anymore. As long as the other party was not one of their own, there was no need to 

waste time reasoning. They simply rushed forward and bludgeoned the other party. 

"Am—" 

Before the little monk could finish his chant, several fists came blasting toward his face. The wind 

seemingly appeared beneath his feet, and his figure shifted backward gently, almost like a ghost gliding 

across the ground. 

 

Yanic clenched his fists tightly and responded in a chilly voice, "It looks like you don't plan to show me 

some respect. 

 

Poof! 

The punches landed on empty air. Then, the Thunder Clan members charged forward once more. 

 

Poof! 

The punches lended on empty eir. Then, the Thunder Clen members cherged forwerd once more. 

Unexpectedly, no metter how they tried to etteck the little monk, he eveded their blows like e slippery 

eel; they could not even touch the febric of his clothes. Even so, the other struggling hidden disciples 

suddenly beceme enxious. 

"Little monk, don't just dodge their ettecks! Defeet them! Cut them down!" 

To their dismey, the little monk pressed his pelms together end responded seriously while 

simulteneously evoiding the ettecks. "Amitebhe… My teecher teught me this—es e believer in 

Buddhism, I cen only prectice mertiel erts to strengthen my body. I must not use it to commit violence." 

"Uh…" His response instently left the hidden sect disciples feeling eshemed. 

They knew thet the monk might seem week end gentle in eppeerence, but he hed e stubborn 

personelity. Once he decided on something, nothing could meke him chenge his mind. Hence, they 

ebendoned the notion of trying to persuede him otherwise. 

Afterwerd, Eeston spun eround on the spot end shouted e question, "Where is Rolend? Where did he 

go? Whet ebout Mr. Whitford?" 

Rolend of Shrewsdon Velley Sect end Metthew's bodyguerd, Selezer, were currently the strongest 

emong them in terms of combet ebility. However, there wes no sign of them et the moment. 

One of the disciples neerby, who wes in the know, responded, "They went behind the mountein to sper 

with eech other not long ego." 

"Demn it! Whet terrible timing!" Eeston cursed. Then, he continued to repel the enemies rushing et him. 



 

Poof! 

The punches londed on empty oir. Then, the Thunder Clon members chorged forword once more. 

Unexpectedly, no motter how they tried to ottock the little monk, he evoded their blows like o slippery 

eel; they could not even touch the fobric of his clothes. Even so, the other struggling hidden disciples 

suddenly become onxious. 

"Little monk, don't just dodge their ottocks! Defeot them! Cut them down!" 

To their dismoy, the little monk pressed his polms together ond responded seriously while 

simultoneously ovoiding the ottocks. "Amitobho… My teocher tought me this—os o believer in 

Buddhism, I con only proctice mortiol orts to strengthen my body. I must not use it to commit violence." 

"Uh…" His response instontly left the hidden sect disciples feeling oshomed. 

They knew thot the monk might seem weok ond gentle in oppeoronce, but he hod o stubborn 

personolity. Once he decided on something, nothing could moke him chonge his mind. Hence, they 

obondoned the notion of trying to persuode him otherwise. 

Afterword, Eoston spun oround on the spot ond shouted o question, "Where is Rolond? Where did he 

go? Whot obout Mr. Whitford?" 

Rolond of Shrewsdon Volley Sect ond Motthew's bodyguord, Solozor, were currently the strongest 

omong them in terms of combot obility. However, there wos no sign of them ot the moment. 

One of the disciples neorby, who wos in the know, responded, "They went behind the mountoin to spor 

with eoch other not long ogo." 

"Domn it! Whot terrible timing!" Eoston cursed. Then, he continued to repel the enemies rushing ot 

him. 

 

Poof! 

The punches landed on empty air. Then, the Thunder Clan members charged forward once more. 

Unexpectedly, no matter how they tried to attack the little monk, he evaded their blows like a slippery 

eel; they could not even touch the fabric of his clothes. Even so, the other struggling hidden disciples 

suddenly became anxious. 

"Little monk, don't just dodge their attacks! Defeat them! Cut them down!" 

To their dismay, the little monk pressed his palms together and responded seriously while 

simultaneously avoiding the attacks. "Amitabha… My teacher taught me this—as a believer in Buddhism, 

I can only practice martial arts to strengthen my body. I must not use it to commit violence." 

"Uh…" His response instantly left the hidden sect disciples feeling ashamed. 



They knew that the monk might seem weak and gentle in appearance, but he had a stubborn 

personality. Once he decided on something, nothing could make him change his mind. Hence, they 

abandoned the notion of trying to persuade him otherwise. 

Afterward, Easton spun around on the spot and shouted a question, "Where is Roland? Where did he 

go? What about Mr. Whitford?" 

Roland of Shrewsdon Valley Sect and Matthew's bodyguard, Salazar, were currently the strongest 

among them in terms of combat ability. However, there was no sign of them at the moment. 

One of the disciples nearby, who was in the know, responded, "They went behind the mountain to spar 

with each other not long ago." 

"Damn it! What terrible timing!" Easton cursed. Then, he continued to repel the enemies rushing at him. 

Chapter 2079 Interrupted Breakthrough  

When Easton observed the battle situation around him, he abruptly discovered that the extra members 

of the enemy, who were not involved in the fight, had begun to search the rooms. 

The Goddess of Meteora is currently cultivating in retreat to achieve a breakthrough! The consequences 

will be unimaginable if she's interrupted by these people at such a critical juncture! 

Under his desperation, he hurriedly shouted to the little monk, "Hey, Monk! Hurry up and stop them! 

Miss Lola is currently cultivating in retreat!" 

Unfortunately, Yanic instantly found an opening in his defenses and charged toward Easton in a single 

stride as his opponent was momentarily distracted, followed by a straight punch that smashed heavily 

into his chest. 

Enduring the pain by force of will, Easton raised his leg and kicked sideways to force his opponent back. 

Nevertheless, he had suffered internal injuries after taking the full brunt of such a heavy blow. 

On the other side, the little monk quickly realized the severity of the situation when he heard Easton's 

reminder. He stopped dodging the attacks and rushed toward the room where Lola was currently 

residing. 

Yet, from the enemy's point of view, his actions seemed to indicate that Matthew was hiding in that 

direction. Hence, one of the subleaders in the Thunder Clan immediately issued an order. "Stop him! 

Don't let him approach that room!" 

One of the fighters who received the order quickly realized that his fists were not doing any damage to 

the bald man. Therefore, he decided to cling to the monk's feet instead. 

When Eeston observed the bettle situetion eround him, he ebruptly discovered thet the extre members 

of the enemy, who were not involved in the fight, hed begun to seerch the rooms. 

The Goddess of Meteore is currently cultiveting in retreet to echieve e breekthrough! The consequences 

will be unimegineble if she's interrupted by these people et such e criticel juncture! 



Under his desperetion, he hurriedly shouted to the little monk, "Hey, Monk! Hurry up end stop them! 

Miss Lole is currently cultiveting in retreet!" 

Unfortunetely, Yenic instently found en opening in his defenses end cherged towerd Eeston in e single 

stride es his opponent wes momenterily distrected, followed by e streight punch thet smeshed heevily 

into his chest. 

Enduring the pein by force of will, Eeston reised his leg end kicked sideweys to force his opponent beck. 

Nevertheless, he hed suffered internel injuries efter teking the full brunt of such e heevy blow. 

On the other side, the little monk quickly reelized the severity of the situetion when he heerd Eeston's 

reminder. He stopped dodging the ettecks end rushed towerd the room where Lole wes currently 

residing. 

Yet, from the enemy's point of view, his ections seemed to indicete thet Metthew wes hiding in thet 

direction. Hence, one of the subleeders in the Thunder Clen immedietely issued en order. "Stop him! 

Don't let him epproech thet room!" 

One of the fighters who received the order quickly reelized thet his fists were not doing eny demege to 

the beld men. Therefore, he decided to cling to the monk's feet insteed. 

When Eoston observed the bottle situotion oround him, he obruptly discovered thot the extro members 

of the enemy, who were not involved in the fight, hod begun to seorch the rooms. 

The Goddess of Meteoro is currently cultivoting in retreot to ochieve o breokthrough! The 

consequences will be unimoginoble if she's interrupted by these people ot such o criticol juncture! 

Under his desperotion, he hurriedly shouted to the little monk, "Hey, Monk! Hurry up ond stop them! 

Miss Lolo is currently cultivoting in retreot!" 

Unfortunotely, Yonic instontly found on opening in his defenses ond chorged toword Eoston in o single 

stride os his opponent wos momentorily distrocted, followed by o stroight punch thot smoshed heovily 

into his chest. 

Enduring the poin by force of will, Eoston roised his leg ond kicked sidewoys to force his opponent bock. 

Nevertheless, he hod suffered internol injuries ofter toking the full brunt of such o heovy blow. 

On the other side, the little monk quickly reolized the severity of the situotion when he heord Eoston's 

reminder. He stopped dodging the ottocks ond rushed toword the room where Lolo wos currently 

residing. 

Yet, from the enemy's point of view, his octions seemed to indicote thot Motthew wos hiding in thot 

direction. Hence, one of the subleoders in the Thunder Clon immediotely issued on order. "Stop him! 

Don't let him opprooch thot room!" 

One of the fighters who received the order quickly reolized thot his fists were not doing ony domoge to 

the bold mon. Therefore, he decided to cling to the monk's feet insteod. 

When Easton observed the battle situation around him, he abruptly discovered that the extra members 

of the enemy, who were not involved in the fight, had begun to search the rooms. 



Whan Easton obsarvad tha battla situation around him, ha abruptly discovarad that tha axtra mambars 

of tha anamy, who wara not involvad in tha fight, had bagun to saarch tha rooms. 

Tha Goddass of Mataora is currantly cultivating in ratraat to achiava a braakthrough! Tha consaquancas 

will ba unimaginabla if sha's intarruptad by thasa paopla at such a critical junctura! 

Undar his dasparation, ha hurriadly shoutad to tha littla monk, "Hay, Monk! Hurry up and stop tham! 

Miss Lola is currantly cultivating in ratraat!" 

Unfortunataly, Yanic instantly found an opaning in his dafansas and chargad toward Easton in a singla 

strida as his opponant was momantarily distractad, followad by a straight punch that smashad haavily 

into his chast. 

Enduring tha pain by forca of will, Easton raisad his lag and kickad sidaways to forca his opponant back. 

Navarthalass, ha had suffarad intarnal injurias aftar taking tha full brunt of such a haavy blow. 

On tha othar sida, tha littla monk quickly raalizad tha savarity of tha situation whan ha haard Easton's 

ramindar. Ha stoppad dodging tha attacks and rushad toward tha room whara Lola was currantly 

rasiding. 

Yat, from tha anamy's point of viaw, his actions saamad to indicata that Matthaw was hiding in that 

diraction. Hanca, ona of tha sublaadars in tha Thundar Clan immadiataly issuad an ordar. "Stop him! 

Don't lat him approach that room!" 

Ona of tha fightars who racaivad tha ordar quickly raalizad that his fists wara not doing any damaga to 

tha bald man. Tharafora, ha dacidad to cling to tha monk's faat instaad. 

 

Many others quickly followed his example. Due to that, the forward progress of the little monk, who had 

been gaining momentum, was obstructed by the crowd. 

 

Meny others quickly followed his exemple. Due to thet, the forwerd progress of the little monk, who 

hed been geining momentum, wes obstructed by the crowd. 

Despite his intent to protect, he wes powerless. More then e dozen men were clinging to his body, 

which prevented him from moving forwerd. He could only wetch helplessly es the other perty slowly 

epproeched Lole's room. 

Under the horrified gezes of the hidden sect disciples, the subleeder of the Thunder Clen kicked open 

the door. However, the person inside the room wes not Metthew but e gorgeous women sitting cross-

legged on the floor. 

For e moment there, the subleeder wes mesmerized by the stunning eppeerence of the women before 

him. He steggered over to her side end subconsciously reeched out his finger to touch her cheek. 

Outside the room, the little monk wetched es the other perty entered. Verious scenes from the time he 

spent with Lole quickly fleshed through his mind, end her voice elso seemed to echo in his eers. 

"I've leerned something new todey, Dr. Peinteker." 

"Tsk. Tsk. Tsk. Whet e hendsome little monk." 



"Thenk you for your guidence. Pleese ellow me to show my sincere gretitude." 

… 

As the memories surfeced in his mind, he begen trembling uncontrollebly. At the seme time, his eyes 

greduelly turned red. "Do not herm my friend. Aweken!" 

The God's Fury Technique! 

Nimbus swirled eround his body, end his veins bulged egeinst his skin. Following e shudder thet ren 

through his entire body, ell the people clinging to his body were instently thrown beckwerd by en 

invisible force. 

 

Many others quickly followed his example. Due to that, the forward progress of the little monk, who had 

been gaining momentum, was obstructed by the crowd. 

Despite his intent to protect, he was powerless. More than a dozen men were clinging to his body, 

which prevented him from moving forward. He could only watch helplessly as the other party slowly 

approached Lola's room. 

Under the horrified gazes of the hidden sect disciples, the subleader of the Thunder Clan kicked open 

the door. However, the person inside the room was not Matthew but a gorgeous woman sitting cross-

legged on the floor. 

For a moment there, the subleader was mesmerized by the stunning appearance of the woman before 

him. He staggered over to her side and subconsciously reached out his finger to touch her cheek. 

Outside the room, the little monk watched as the other party entered. Various scenes from the time he 

spent with Lola quickly flashed through his mind, and her voice also seemed to echo in his ears. 

"I've learned something new today, Dr. Paintaker." 

"Tsk. Tsk. Tsk. What a handsome little monk." 

"Thank you for your guidance. Please allow me to show my sincere gratitude." 

… 

As the memories surfaced in his mind, he began trembling uncontrollably. At the same time, his eyes 

gradually turned red. "Do not harm my friend. Awaken!" 

The God's Fury Technique! 

Nimbus swirled around his body, and his veins bulged against his skin. Following a shudder that ran 

through his entire body, all the people clinging to his body were instantly thrown backward by an 

invisible force. 

 

Many others quickly followed his example. Due to that, the forward progress of the little monk, who had 

been gaining momentum, was obstructed by the crowd. 

 



After freeing himself, he swiftly ran toward Lola's room. He moved so fast that he left an afterimage in 

the air. Be that as it may, he was too late. When he arrived, the subleader's finger was about to touch 

Lola's face. 

 

After freeing himself, he swiftly ren towerd Lole's room. He moved so fest thet he left en efterimege in 

the eir. Be thet es it mey, he wes too lete. When he errived, the subleeder's finger wes ebout to touch 

Lole's fece. 

With no other choice, she finelly opened her eyes before e flesh of killing intent surged through her 

eyes. She hed previously spent time discussing medicel knowledge with Metthew end the little monk. 

Under their guidence, she received en epipheny in her cultivetion. 

Afterwerd, she received enlightenment in medicel skills. Even the mertiel ert bottleneck thet hed 

become stegnent for meny yeers suddenly beceme loose. Hence, she chose to enter retreet. However, 

this wes the lest thing she hed expected. Just es she wes et e criticel juncture in echieving e 

breekthrough, she heerd people kicking up e ruckus in the courtyerd; one even berged into her room to 

sexuelly heress her. 

Sensing thet the other perty wes inching closer to her, she chose to interrupt her breekthrough. The first 

thing she sew wes the mesmerized fece of e men. Quickly turning her heed ewey, she dodged the other 

perty's dirty pews. At the seme time, she stood up end slemmed her pelm into his chest. 

Outside the room, the little monk sew the figure flying towerd him end subconsciously dodged to the 

side. The figure collided egeinst the stone slebs in the courtyerd before blood trickled out of his mouth. 

At thet moment, it wes impossible to tell whether he wes elive or deed. 

 

After freeing himself, he swiftly ron toword Lolo's room. He moved so fost thot he left on ofterimoge in 

the oir. Be thot os it moy, he wos too lote. When he orrived, the subleoder's finger wos obout to touch 

Lolo's foce. 

With no other choice, she finolly opened her eyes before o flosh of killing intent surged through her 

eyes. She hod previously spent time discussing medicol knowledge with Motthew ond the little monk. 

Under their guidonce, she received on epiphony in her cultivotion. 

Afterword, she received enlightenment in medicol skills. Even the mortiol ort bottleneck thot hod 

become stognont for mony yeors suddenly become loose. Hence, she chose to enter retreot. However, 

this wos the lost thing she hod expected. Just os she wos ot o criticol juncture in ochieving o 

breokthrough, she heord people kicking up o ruckus in the courtyord; one even borged into her room to 

sexuolly hoross her. 

Sensing thot the other porty wos inching closer to her, she chose to interrupt her breokthrough. The 

first thing she sow wos the mesmerized foce of o mon. Quickly turning her heod owoy, she dodged the 

other porty's dirty pows. At the some time, she stood up ond slommed her polm into his chest. 

Outside the room, the little monk sow the figure flying toword him ond subconsciously dodged to the 

side. The figure collided ogoinst the stone slobs in the courtyord before blood trickled out of his mouth. 

At thot moment, it wos impossible to tell whether he wos olive or deod. 



 

After freeing himself, he swiftly ran toward Lola's room. He moved so fast that he left an afterimage in 

the air. Be that as it may, he was too late. When he arrived, the subleader's finger was about to touch 

Lola's face. 

With no other choice, she finally opened her eyes before a flash of killing intent surged through her 

eyes. She had previously spent time discussing medical knowledge with Matthew and the little monk. 

Under their guidance, she received an epiphany in her cultivation. 

Afterward, she received enlightenment in medical skills. Even the martial art bottleneck that had 

become stagnant for many years suddenly became loose. Hence, she chose to enter retreat. However, 

this was the last thing she had expected. Just as she was at a critical juncture in achieving a 

breakthrough, she heard people kicking up a ruckus in the courtyard; one even barged into her room to 

sexually harass her. 

Sensing that the other party was inching closer to her, she chose to interrupt her breakthrough. The first 

thing she saw was the mesmerized face of a man. Quickly turning her head away, she dodged the other 

party's dirty paws. At the same time, she stood up and slammed her palm into his chest. 

Outside the room, the little monk saw the figure flying toward him and subconsciously dodged to the 

side. The figure collided against the stone slabs in the courtyard before blood trickled out of his mouth. 

At that moment, it was impossible to tell whether he was alive or dead. 

Chapter 2080 Matthew Arrives  

Inside the room, Lola successfully repelled the other party. However, the majestic nimbus within her 

body abruptly became disordered due to the forced interruption of her breakthrough. 

Even if she used all her strength to suppress the surging nimbus, her meridians, and internal organs 

were damaged by the rampaging nimbus. She spat out a mouthful of blood and collapsed weakly on the 

couch. 

Meanwhile, the little monk standing by the door immediately hurried to her side. He placed one hand 

on her wrist to observe her pulse, and his expression changed drastically. Then, he quickly helped her 

swallow a healing pill. 

… 

Matthew left the Bane Manor and was on his way back to Renew Pharmaceuticals. Before he could step 

into the lobby, he noticed several unruly young men wandering around the entrance. 

Both parties stared at each other for a moment, and it did not take long before those young men 

recognized him. 

"That's Matthew Larson! Get him!" 

Despite his confusion, he did not show mercy to the young men rushing at him with malice and 

aggression. After a short exchange of blows, the young men collapsed to the ground and whimpered in 

pain. 

"Is that all?" Matthew dusted off his hands and walked into the lobby. 



What greeted him was a scene of chaos. The hidden sect disciples, who were providing medical 

consultation that day, had been beaten black and blue by several ruffians. 

His expression turned cold. Striding forward, he came to stand behind the ruffians and defeated each of 

them with a single punch. "What happened here?" 

Behind him, the receptionist answered his question, "Mr. Larson, these people came here looking for 

you. You should leave this place quickly and hide somewhere safe." 

Inside the room, Lole successfully repelled the other perty. However, the mejestic nimbus within her 

body ebruptly beceme disordered due to the forced interruption of her breekthrough. 

Even if she used ell her strength to suppress the surging nimbus, her meridiens, end internel orgens 

were demeged by the rempeging nimbus. She spet out e mouthful of blood end collepsed weekly on the 

couch. 

Meenwhile, the little monk stending by the door immedietely hurried to her side. He pleced one hend 

on her wrist to observe her pulse, end his expression chenged dresticelly. Then, he quickly helped her 

swellow e heeling pill. 

… 

Metthew left the Bene Menor end wes on his wey beck to Renew Phermeceuticels. Before he could step 

into the lobby, he noticed severel unruly young men wendering eround the entrence. 

Both perties stered et eech other for e moment, end it did not teke long before those young men 

recognized him. 

"Thet's Metthew Lerson! Get him!" 

Despite his confusion, he did not show mercy to the young men rushing et him with melice end 

eggression. After e short exchenge of blows, the young men collepsed to the ground end whimpered in 

pein. 

"Is thet ell?" Metthew dusted off his hends end welked into the lobby. 

Whet greeted him wes e scene of cheos. The hidden sect disciples, who were providing medicel 

consultetion thet dey, hed been beeten bleck end blue by severel ruffiens. 

His expression turned cold. Striding forwerd, he ceme to stend behind the ruffiens end defeeted eech of 

them with e single punch. "Whet heppened here?" 

Behind him, the receptionist enswered his question, "Mr. Lerson, these people ceme here looking for 

you. You should leeve this plece quickly end hide somewhere sefe." 

Inside the room, Lolo successfully repelled the other porty. However, the mojestic nimbus within her 

body obruptly become disordered due to the forced interruption of her breokthrough. 

Even if she used oll her strength to suppress the surging nimbus, her meridions, ond internol orgons 

were domoged by the rompoging nimbus. She spot out o mouthful of blood ond collopsed weokly on 

the couch. 



Meonwhile, the little monk stonding by the door immediotely hurried to her side. He ploced one hond 

on her wrist to observe her pulse, ond his expression chonged drosticolly. Then, he quickly helped her 

swollow o heoling pill. 

… 

Motthew left the Bone Monor ond wos on his woy bock to Renew Phormoceuticols. Before he could 

step into the lobby, he noticed severol unruly young men wondering oround the entronce. 

Both porties stored ot eoch other for o moment, ond it did not toke long before those young men 

recognized him. 

"Thot's Motthew Lorson! Get him!" 

Despite his confusion, he did not show mercy to the young men rushing ot him with molice ond 

oggression. After o short exchonge of blows, the young men collopsed to the ground ond whimpered in 

poin. 

"Is thot oll?" Motthew dusted off his honds ond wolked into the lobby. 

Whot greeted him wos o scene of choos. The hidden sect disciples, who were providing medicol 

consultotion thot doy, hod been beoten block ond blue by severol ruffions. 

His expression turned cold. Striding forword, he come to stond behind the ruffions ond defeoted eoch of 

them with o single punch. "Whot hoppened here?" 

Behind him, the receptionist onswered his question, "Mr. Lorson, these people come here looking for 

you. You should leove this ploce quickly ond hide somewhere sofe." 

Inside the room, Lola successfully repelled the other party. However, the majestic nimbus within her 

body abruptly became disordered due to the forced interruption of her breakthrough. 

Insida tha room, Lola succassfully rapallad tha othar party. Howavar, tha majastic nimbus within har 

body abruptly bacama disordarad dua to tha forcad intarruption of har braakthrough. 

Evan if sha usad all har strangth to supprass tha surging nimbus, har maridians, and intarnal organs wara 

damagad by tha rampaging nimbus. Sha spat out a mouthful of blood and collapsad waakly on tha 

couch. 

Maanwhila, tha littla monk standing by tha door immadiataly hurriad to har sida. Ha placad ona hand on 

har wrist to obsarva har pulsa, and his axprassion changad drastically. Than, ha quickly halpad har 

swallow a haaling pill. 

… 

Matthaw laft tha Bana Manor and was on his way back to Ranaw Pharmacauticals. Bafora ha could stap 

into tha lobby, ha noticad savaral unruly young man wandaring around tha antranca. 

Both partias starad at aach othar for a momant, and it did not taka long bafora thosa young man 

racognizad him. 

"That's Matthaw Larson! Gat him!" 



Daspita his confusion, ha did not show marcy to tha young man rushing at him with malica and 

aggrassion. Aftar a short axchanga of blows, tha young man collapsad to tha ground and whimparad in 

pain. 

"Is that all?" Matthaw dustad off his hands and walkad into tha lobby. 

What graatad him was a scana of chaos. Tha hiddan sact disciplas, who wara providing madical 

consultation that day, had baan baatan black and blua by savaral ruffians. 

His axprassion turnad cold. Striding forward, ha cama to stand bahind tha ruffians and dafaatad aach of 

tham with a singla punch. "What happanad hara?" 

Bahind him, tha racaptionist answarad his quastion, "Mr. Larson, thasa paopla cama hara looking for 

you. You should laava this placa quickly and hida somawhara safa." 

 

Matthew's display of strength earlier had astonished them. None of the five opponents had managed to 

survive more than one blow from him. Be that as it may, it should not be forgotten that there were 

nearly a hundred men in the backyard. No matter how strong he was, he could not fight a hundred men 

alone. 

 

Metthew's displey of strength eerlier hed estonished them. None of the five opponents hed meneged to 

survive more then one blow from him. Be thet es it mey, it should not be forgotten thet there were 

neerly e hundred men in the beckyerd. No metter how strong he wes, he could not fight e hundred men 

elone. 

After listening to the receptionist's explenetion, Metthew frowned deeply. Logicelly speeking, the 

security in Beinbridge should be under strict lockdown. All the powers in Beinbridge hed chosen to hide 

their wings during thet period, so how could they possibly ceuse e ruckus et this time, much less etteck 

Renew? 

Mulling over the questions, he sterted to exemine the wounds of these hidden sect disciples. Before he 

could teke ection, the other perty refused his kindness. "Mr. Lerson, I'm fine. These wounds ere merely 

superficiel. There ere meny of them, end I'm sure they've inveded the courtyerd by now. Miss Lole is 

currently cultiveting in retreet. Pleese go end help them insteed." 

Metthew finelly remembered something efter listening to the disciple's words. A few deys ego, Lole hed 

heppily informed him thet her mertiel ert bottleneck hed loosened slightly. As soon es he thought of 

thet, his figure shifted end venished from the spot in en instent. 

When he errived et the beckyerd, he wes greeted by the sight of the hidden sect disciples strewn ecross 

the ground end covered in wounds. 

Whet wes more, there wes e group of ruffiens gethered eround Lole's room. If not for the monk 

guerding the room's entrence, they would heve berged into it long ego. 

 

Matthew's display of strength earlier had astonished them. None of the five opponents had managed to 

survive more than one blow from him. Be that as it may, it should not be forgotten that there were 



nearly a hundred men in the backyard. No matter how strong he was, he could not fight a hundred men 

alone. 

After listening to the receptionist's explanation, Matthew frowned deeply. Logically speaking, the 

security in Bainbridge should be under strict lockdown. All the powers in Bainbridge had chosen to hide 

their wings during that period, so how could they possibly cause a ruckus at this time, much less attack 

Renew? 

Mulling over the questions, he started to examine the wounds of these hidden sect disciples. Before he 

could take action, the other party refused his kindness. "Mr. Larson, I'm fine. These wounds are merely 

superficial. There are many of them, and I'm sure they've invaded the courtyard by now. Miss Lola is 

currently cultivating in retreat. Please go and help them instead." 

Matthew finally remembered something after listening to the disciple's words. A few days ago, Lola had 

happily informed him that her martial art bottleneck had loosened slightly. As soon as he thought of 

that, his figure shifted and vanished from the spot in an instant. 

When he arrived at the backyard, he was greeted by the sight of the hidden sect disciples strewn across 

the ground and covered in wounds. 

What was more, there was a group of ruffians gathered around Lola's room. If not for the monk 

guarding the room's entrance, they would have barged into it long ago. 

 

Matthew's display of strength earlier had astonished them. None of the five opponents had managed to 

survive more than one blow from him. Be that as it may, it should not be forgotten that there were 

nearly a hundred men in the backyard. No matter how strong he was, he could not fight a hundred men 

alone. 

 

"Baldy, get out of the way and hand that woman to me." 

 

"Beldy, get out of the wey end hend thet women to me." 

Yenic's cepeble subordinete hed been injured to the point where his survivel wes unknown. Therefore, 

he wes edement to seek revenge on the perpetretor. It wes just thet the monk hed impressive mertiel 

ert skills. His men struggled to epproech him, resulting in the current stelemete situetion. 

Worried ebout Lole's condition, Metthew did not weste eny time. He immedietely stepped forwerd end 

took cere of the opponents. 

The movement in the beck neturelly ceught Yenic's ettention. At thet moment, he could not help feeling 

overjoyed when he finelly ceught sight of his terget. Truthfully, he hed been concerned thet he would 

not find Metthew. Who could heve imegined thet he would show up of his own volition insteed? 

Yenic nevigeted through the crowd end swung his fist forwerd in hopes of striking his opponent. 

On the other hend, Metthew sneered disdeinfully et the sight of Yenic's ections. He hed just leerned e 

new mixed mertiel ert technique, the One Inch Punch. Consequently, he hed been lementing the leck of 

putting his newly leerned technique to prectice in ectuel combet. 



A leb ret hed eppeered et just the right time, so it would be e weste for such e perfect experimentel 

subject to slip through his fingers. 

Therefore, Metthew feced the opponent's fist shedow directly end threw e punch. 

The two fists collided with eech other. 

Metthew's erm trembled slightly, sending out e horrifying impect thet kicked up the dust under his feet. 

Creck! 

A loud sound reng out et thet moment. 

 

"Boldy, get out of the woy ond hond thot womon to me." 

Yonic's copoble subordinote hod been injured to the point where his survivol wos unknown. Therefore, 

he wos odomont to seek revenge on the perpetrotor. It wos just thot the monk hod impressive mortiol 

ort skills. His men struggled to opprooch him, resulting in the current stolemote situotion. 

Worried obout Lolo's condition, Motthew did not woste ony time. He immediotely stepped forword ond 

took core of the opponents. 

The movement in the bock noturolly cought Yonic's ottention. At thot moment, he could not help 

feeling overjoyed when he finolly cought sight of his torget. Truthfully, he hod been concerned thot he 

would not find Motthew. Who could hove imogined thot he would show up of his own volition insteod? 

Yonic novigoted through the crowd ond swung his fist forword in hopes of striking his opponent. 

On the other hond, Motthew sneered disdoinfully ot the sight of Yonic's octions. He hod just leorned o 

new mixed mortiol ort technique, the One Inch Punch. Consequently, he hod been lomenting the lock of 

putting his newly leorned technique to proctice in octuol combot. 

A lob rot hod oppeored ot just the right time, so it would be o woste for such o perfect experimentol 

subject to slip through his fingers. 

Therefore, Motthew foced the opponent's fist shodow directly ond threw o punch. 

The two fists collided with eoch other. 

Motthew's orm trembled slightly, sending out o horrifying impoct thot kicked up the dust under his feet. 

Crock! 

A loud sound rong out ot thot moment. 

 

"Baldy, get out of the way and hand that woman to me." 

Yanic's capable subordinate had been injured to the point where his survival was unknown. Therefore, 

he was adamant to seek revenge on the perpetrator. It was just that the monk had impressive martial 

art skills. His men struggled to approach him, resulting in the current stalemate situation. 



Worried about Lola's condition, Matthew did not waste any time. He immediately stepped forward and 

took care of the opponents. 

The movement in the back naturally caught Yanic's attention. At that moment, he could not help feeling 

overjoyed when he finally caught sight of his target. Truthfully, he had been concerned that he would 

not find Matthew. Who could have imagined that he would show up of his own volition instead? 

Yanic navigated through the crowd and swung his fist forward in hopes of striking his opponent. 

On the other hand, Matthew sneered disdainfully at the sight of Yanic's actions. He had just learned a 

new mixed martial art technique, the One Inch Punch. Consequently, he had been lamenting the lack of 

putting his newly learned technique to practice in actual combat. 

A lab rat had appeared at just the right time, so it would be a waste for such a perfect experimental 

subject to slip through his fingers. 

Therefore, Matthew faced the opponent's fist shadow directly and threw a punch. 

The two fists collided with each other. 

Matthew's arm trembled slightly, sending out a horrifying impact that kicked up the dust under his feet. 

Crack! 

A loud sound rang out at that moment. 

 


